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Page gr, line 7, for Falſftaffe, read Falſtaf. 
— 76, — 7, for Petrach, read Petrarch. 
] — 84, — 10, for erie, read crler: - 
— 384, — 11, for Holra, read Hola. 
— 84. — 22, for bein, read bien. 


Vol. II. 
Page 19, line 16, for Mounfieur, read Monſicar. 
— 45, — 2, for Bouvois, read Bau vais. 
— (64. 18, for Beguets, read Bauguets, . 


—— x —T— — Ie EAI IIIa 


—— ms a 


— — . —⁰¹Ü— ˙ům8̃ Ü m ß — — 


4 

— T7 0” 22 b 
„„ — — —̃ — — —ͤů — — —— —» We 

Pr — 22 2 —— — a WR wo 

— . — 8 


THE 


\ 


SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


| LETTER 4 = a 
| Dover, Ta. 15 1 


THE HON, HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO SIR FRANCIS don vii $a 


NELIC ITATE me, my dear Frank, on 
my elcape: from Oxford, and maternal 
authoriy. 72 


— 


I am am when I recolle& how long 
I have been a ſtate priſoner, to gratify the 
whimficalities. of my Mamma. But I ſhall quit 

Vole Iv. — B tha 


2 SHRINE OF BER THA. 


+ ed nN ſubject, with the muſty dels 
of Virgil and Tacitus, for the joys of a mid- 
night ſerenade, and an Italian Opera. 


Oh! ye voluptuous enchanting ſhores of 
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Italy, ye are worthy of him ye are about to 


receive. Believe me, I ſhall experience much N | 
pleaſure, when 1 behold, far of; this Ifle of 


dullneſs and formality. 


I ſhall write to you on my arrival at any | 


place worth mentioning, and; give you an ac- 
count of any adventures that may befall your 
modern Qulirole, out of charity, to enliven 
the ponderous ima ginations of out pedantic 
Companions, | : 


You are a moſt ungrateful fellow for neg- | 


lefting to anſwer my letter from London. Re- 


member we are to keep a clear account, for I 1 


ſhould ſoon tire of giving you credit, 
| Farewell, | 


F aithfully yours, 


HENRY PERCIVAL, | 


AL. ; 


| SHRINE or BERTH&. 


LETTER II. 


THB REV. z. COURTNEY, 
- TO THE HON. H. PERCIVAL. 
Litchfield Abbey, Feb. I7 9˙3 
MY DEAR HARRY, 
O U charge me with almoſt the an. 
I fault I have not committed; I ſhould 


have anſwered your letter before, but I wait- 


ed to addreſs you as Lord Litchfield ; I am 


really very ſorry to be the meſſenger of me- 


lancholy tidings; but, I am ſeriouſly con- 
cerned for the worthy Peer; and affure you I 
do not think there are the ſmalleſt hopes of 
his,——death !! 


He has twice been given over by his phy- 


ſicians, with the gout in his ſtomachy and has 

both times miraculouſly recovered. After 

Lady Litchfield had ordered the hatchment, 
. | B 2 . the 


3 
. 


4 SHRINE or BERTHA, 
the mourning chariot, and black edged cards 


for her next maſquerate Il had begun a 


very pathetic ſermon, which I intended to 
have preached to the blubbering boors at our 


pariſn church in the country; enumerating 


virtues which, for the firſt time, he would 
have been accuſed of exemplifying!! 


He is too much ; in the way; he ſhould 
really make room for - more worthy objects : 


many an amiable character would have given 


up the ghoſt long ago; but this everlaſting 


old Peer and the griſly monarch wreſtle with | 
the ſkill of Humphries and Mendoza: I wiſh | 


the veteran could get a knock-down blow ! for 
now he baffles the art of phyſic by living be- 
Joud 1 its 3 


Yours truly, 


EDWARD COURTNEY. 
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SHRINE. OF BERTHA. + 
LETTER III. 
80 HA CLEVELAND, 


1 * LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


Orꝑeſvenbr- Street, Feb. 179 


Ya! my deareſt Laura, how often, do, I 
7 lament. the hour, wherein I quitted may; 


tal convent, at Pazis, for the unmeane, 


ing glare of faſhionable ſociety. What a terri- 


ble life is chat of an humble dependent 


upon upſtart inſignificance; for under that 


deſcription of beings comes Lady Cavib to. 


whom your Sophia is obliged, in compliance 


with a father's, will, for a temporary aſylum. 
She is one of thoſe appendages, to rank, 


1 who, borrowing: conſequence from the wor- 


thy Baronet, hex Caro Spoſo, ſeems, to have 
adopted all the levities of diſſipated life, with- 
out a ſufficient ſhare of underſtanding to en- 
* ber to ule chem with diſcretion. 


B3 I = 
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FP  grinINE OF BERTHA. 


I cannot forbear giving you an anecdote 
of this moſt ſingular Being ! 


Yeſterday morning we were tempted by 
the clearneſs of the weather to ſtroll as far as 
Kenſington-Gardens; we had ſcarcely pro- 
ceeded twenty ſteps before our attention was 
arreſted by an indigent, but decently dreſſed, 


woman, with a little boy about five years of 


age, who ſeemed to be in a deep decline; 


the poor young creature appeared as if ſhe 


had been accuſtomed to better days ; for, 


after making a low and reſpectful courteſy, 


| the was proceeding ſlowly before us; and I 
could perceive, under her tered _— 


The modeſt virtues mingling in her eyes.“ 


when Lady Cavil, eager to evince her pre- 


tended generoſity, called her back, ſaying, 
« Good woman, why don't you procure 
ſome medical aſſiſtance for your child? I 
declare theſe common people are quite barbarous. 


I really believe that this mother would rather 


drag 
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SHRINE, OF BER THA. | 7. 


drag her poor little wretch nid the 
ſtreets, at the riſque of its life, to excite - 


compaſſion, than take the trouble of ſeeking, 
for relief from the hoſpitals ; J have no idea 
of ſuch very ridiculous pride! However,“ 
continued Lady Cavil, © if any body has an 
inclination to make up a ſmall ſubſcription. 
for this wretched being, though I am con- 
ſcious it is throwing money away, I will, 

with pleaſure, contribute my mite towards: | 


| it.“ 


7 then obſerved a gentlewoman, who bad 
hitherto been a ſilent ſpectator of this ſcene of 


affected commiſeration, preſent ſomething to 


the diſtreſſed and confuſed unfortunate ; I : 
cannot ſay what, for ſhe generouſly. concealed - 
the ſum, and, turning away to hide an ob- 
truding tear, ſaid to Lady Cavil, „Madam, 
J have not the pleaſure of knowing the per- 


ſon to whom I addreſs myſelf, but whoever. 
you are, your kindneſs in ſuggeſting relief 


for this diſtreſſed woman deſerves the higheſt 


encomium. « Ah! I. think ſo indeed,” 


B4 exclauned 
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1 SHRINE OF BERTHA. 
exclaimed Lady Cavil, © for I really am 0 
childiſhly tender-hearted that T am almoſt 
ruined by my ridiculous benevolence.” Then 
returning a miſerable ſhilling into her pocket 
(which ſhe had in the beginning drawn forth, 

and oftentatiouſly di/played,) ſaid to the woman, 


No that we have ſo very handſomely ſub- 


ſcribed for your relief, I adviſe you to go 
and procure ſome food for your infunt 
Opolino.” Then pointing, with one of her 


loud — to the child, ſhe walked away, 
emidſt the ſneers of the crowd, which her 


e 


diſcordant tones had aſſembled round us. 


I am very much indiſpoſed, yet I am en- 
gaged every night for this fortnight to come 
to viſit I know not whom, and pay my cuſ- 
_ devoirs of fickening encomium k 


sir James Cavil is ftill in Piers: and 
tis aſtoniſhing to fee with what avidity his 
amiable wife looks over the papers for the 
lift of killed and wounded! He is a worthy 
man, and I hope he will return crowned 
2 e with 


wy 


SHRINE OF BERTHA. | 9 
with . for his domeſtic Alarum will 


render ſome ſoulagement neceſſary to counter- 
act its perpetual din. Poor dear Sir James 


has already loſt an eye ; happy would it be 
for him if he could loſe his hearing alſo.— 


This morning I am to accompany Lady 
Cavil to fit for her picture, in the character 


of Diana! ] fear the painter will have ſome 


difficulty in pourtraying the fair Huntreſs, 
and at the /ame time preſerving the reſem- 


blance to the original! But as I am to be 
one of her zympbs, I ſhall draw the vei/ over 


every imperfection, and only now aſſure you 
how much I am, 


Dear Laura, 
Sincerely yours, 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


B 5 IETTER 


27 


But we muſt ſubmit to fortune, and bear her 
frowns with fortitude. 


” SHRINE OF BERTHA; 


LETTER IV. 
THE HON. HENRY PERCIVAL, 
| TO-MRS. PERCIVAL, 


Paris, Feb. 179-. 


- 


N Write to you my dear and honoured Ma- 
dam, from a place, where a mind, leſs 
ſtudious than my own, might find ſources of 
infinitẽ amuſement; but improvement, and 


not pleaſure, is the object of my travels.— 
Little ſhould I deſerve the indulgence of 


fuch a mother as you are, if I were to de- 
dicate to diſſipation and immorality, a life, _ 
which ſhould be devoted to mental acquire 
ments. 8 


© " | 1 * 1311 188 


1 hope, my dear Madam, you do: not ex- 
pect me to give deſcriptions of the different 
towns I ſhall paſs through ; for, indeed, my 
: 25 | — : 5 i 2 ' v e ry 
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SHRINE OF BERTHA. 1: 


very conſtant application to the language, 
has prevented my attending to what "_ 
call, places P entertainment. | 


I am Cotati: aſtoniſhed to behold the 


avidity with which all ranks of perſons crowd 


to the theatres; yet, you will ſcarcely be- 
lieve me, when I declare, that (notwith- 
ſtanding my apartments are exactly facing the 
Opera Houſe,) I have never been prevailed 
on to quit my beloved Homer, for all the 


charms that melody can beſtow. I have 


often been ſolicited to viſit the SpeZ#acles ; | 


and in all probability I might admire them ; 
but, Madam, I confeſs Jam ridiculous 


enough to prefer half a dozen old muſty vo- 


lumes „ to the ſuperficial delights of modern 


amuſement. *Tis true, that the young En- 
gliſhmen who are here, waſting their preci- 
ous time, in all the ſplendours of luxurious 
folly, turn my laudable perſeverance through 


the ſober track of uſeful knowledge, into 


contempt, and ſarcaſtically adviſe me to be- 
come a brother of the Grande Chartreuſe. 


B 6 I fear, 


”  _ gnRINE OF BERTHA. 


1 fear, my dear Madam, I ſhall fatigue 
you with my dull epiſtles; but the mind 
which is abſorbed in the mazes of literature, 
naturally acquires that dignified ſolidity which 
will ever prevent it from ſtraying in how paths 
of — 


Suffer. me to petition for an anſwer, di- 
rected to me at · Lyons, Poſte reftente ; and to 
hope that your approbation of my conduct, 
will complete my happineſs, and encourage 
me in thoſe opinions, which will prompt me 
to purſue my reſearches after mental plea- 
tures 5 


- 


Adler, my dear Madam, —allow me the 
honour of ſubſcribing W with N 
for your health. 
| Your moſt affectionate, 

and dutiful Son, 


. nkunv PERCIVAL, 


* , Ne A464 34 - a © 3 - 0 
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LETTER V; 
HENRY PERCIVAL, 
TO THE REV. E. COURTNEY. 
Paris, March 179 
MY DEAR COURTNEY, 

Hope you will give me credit for having 
queered the Dowager ; as you are Liſeur 
en ordinaire at Litchfield, the taſk of decy- 
phering my letter will devolve on you. I 
deſire, right reverend Sir, that you will © no- 
thing extenuate, or ſet down aught in ma- 
« lice !” but read it, with juſtice, and give 


to every moralizing * its $ proper” eme 
Phaſis.— 


I have fent enough for the good old gen- 
tle woman to pander over, and repeat for 
e theſe 


4 


—— — —— 
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4 SHRINE OF BERTHA: 


theſe ſix months to come. Believe me, I 


can find other means of employing my time 


in this ſchool of luxury, delight, and diſſi- 


pation, than in compoſing os on Filial 
Action. 1 


J have been here only ten days, and I 
have already had en thouſand charming ad- 
ventures. This is the moſt exhilirating ſpot 
in the univerſe ! Les femmes, ſont tres, belle, et 
tres complaiſante ! Study is baniſhed from my 
mind; honeſt old Hemer ſleeps at peace on 


my duſty ſhelf; and I actually ſuffered my 
venerable Virgil to find an inglorious grave, 
in the Jaws of a little French barbet, while I ' 
was paying his miſtreſs (an arch looking 


Grizette 7 for a pair of point . ! 


i n—_ 


My es -nclokin me a jener, which I 
am to deliver to a Miſs Fitz Owen, at Lau- 
fanne. I find ſhe is my couſin; had ſhe not 
been à relation, I ſhould have flown upon the 
wings of impatience to ſee her; for after all, 
* 1 of one beautiful Engl % woman (and 
* 
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SHRINE or BERTHA. 13 
banden ſhe muſt be, if related 10 ne, ) is the 


only remedy to obliterate the falſe impreſſions 
of a vitiated taſte ; but when I think of a” 


family party— 


« Then comes my fit again!“ 


Three months hence will be quite time 
enough to viſit this ſentimental recluſe. I 
ſhall 1 to Lyons immediately. 


Farewell! truly your 85 
HENRY PERCIVAL, 


— 5 ; 
wr — —— — 
* 


LETTER . 


5S0OPHIA CLEVELAND, 


x 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 
1 Grofvenor-Street, March 179-. 


\HOUGH juſt going to attend Lady 
Cavil to Mrs. Cheſterville's concert, 


I ſteal a few moments to write to my dear 


| Laura, 


I buve 


16 SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


I have of late led ſuch a life of terrible 


diſſipation, that I am really worn to a ſkele- 
ton. Lady Cavil has contracted ſuch a rage 
for ſeeing, and being een, that ſhe is wretch- 
ed, if ſhe has not an engagement for every 
night in the week, and every hour in the 
day. Study, of every kind, (fave that of 
dreſs,) is entirely driven, in diſgrace, from 
our temple of faſhionable indolence. When 
I am gothic enough to touch my piano forte, 
Lady Cavil exclaims, in her diſcordant dia- 
leck, © Well, Sophia, I really begin to deſ- 
cc pair of ever making you underſtand tte 
cc manners of a girl of faſhion, with your fine 


« romantic 4iZ1:zs9, and your tedious hum 


« drum leſſons. Once more I tell you, learn 
« two or three Halian canzonettas; it is no 
« matter how you play or pronounce them, 
« becauſe you know, Child, *tis vulgar to 
« articulate at all in ſinging, or to attend to 
te the pedantic corretineſs of compoſition ; fol- 
« low my advice, and you will ſoon claim 


« the admiration of the cogno/centi ; but while 


you ſet down to thrum one of Haydn s ſorm- 


« niferous 


bo 
_— 


SHRINE OP BERTHA. 17 
<« niſerous ſonatas, you will be miſtaken for 
« ſome poor faler's daughter, whom I pa- 
« tronize under my roof, to evince my hoſ- 
« pitality, and adoration of Ia belle ſcience ; 
et though you are convinced, Child, that 7 
« don't know @ crotchet from a quaver ! But 
ee the world demands a /emblance of every 
4 « taſteful predilection; and while ſuch ec- 
3 «centric ideas poſſeſs the weak noddles of the 
„ faſhionable tribe, thoſe who are not really 
6 amateurs, muſt at leaſt 


u Aſſume a virtue, I they have it not!“ 


or content themſelves with oblivion... 
7 © Oblivion! oh! horrible! give me Ie, and 
„let the dull enjoy the bliſs of inaftivity 1” 


Such were the effuſions of refinement !——= 
Ruminate on them at your leiſure, —— 


I am enthralled in the ſpells of this moft 
deteſtable woman, and, ('till I am of age,) 
patience is my only remedy. If I were to 
quit Lady Cavil, I ſhould have every thing 

| to 


= - SHRINE OF BERTHA. - 5 


NP. dread, that malice; and et could 


Adieu If I am not inſane or ; beart- 2 
ed, you ſhall hear from me again very ſoon. .. | 
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oh! dependance, horrid dependance, how art 
thou fraught with martifications ; but thy an- 
tidote is contempt for thoſe who inflict thy 
miſeries, Once more, 5 
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'Your's moſt affectionately, 


* 
. 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND, © 
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six FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


TO THE HON. E. PERCIVAL. 


| London, March I 7 9— 
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ux pax Henry, ; 

N my arrival in town, a few days ſince, 
1 I found a card from Mrs. Percival, for 
ga maſquerade which ſhe gives, I underſtand, 
in celebration of the day, which juſt one and 

twenty years ago gave you to adorn the world! 

Don't be angry, when I confeſs, that I felt 

at the moment a glow of indignation fluſh- 
ing over my cheek, at the remembrance of 

your cruel and unjuſt baniſhment from this 
country, while your mother, under the pre- 
text of reſerving your fortune with intereſt, 


W it away in the indulgence of every 
's ieee 
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ſpecies of ſhameleſs diſſipation, But, as com- 
ments are generally deemed unwelcome, and 
impertinent, I ſhall leave this painful ſubject, 
and proceed to give you an account of the 


_ After debating with myſelf for a conſider- 
able time, whether I ſhould refuſe, or partake 
of the feſtivities of Cavendiſh- ſquare, I at 
length reſolved to ge, merely to indulge my 
favourite purſuit after odd charaFers ; and, 
throwing on a domino, I directed my courſe 
towards the teraple of faſhion, folly, and 


1 had ſearcely given my ticket at the door, 
when my ears were ſaluted by one of the 
loudeſt and ſhrilleſt / r eams I ever remember 


to have heard; 1 ſprang forward, and meet - 
ing Courtney, enquired the cauſe of ſuch a 
woeful ſound amidſt ſo much mirth. We- 
ful do you call it, faid Courtney ſmiling. 
« Why it was only Lady Cavil enjoying one 
| of her cum double . at the expence of 

a group 
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a group of matronly miſſes | in ee ; but 
come along I will introduce you to her.“ 
We then entered the card room together, 
and while I was making my bow to the 
„ Flonourable Lady of the Houſe,“ 1 f- 
Z advancing towards us a maſk in the character, 
or rather in the habit of Diana. She inſtantly 
ſeiꝛed Courtney by the arm, and ſtaring me, 
even me, Out of countenance, ſaid, in a half 
whiſper, © Courtney, who is that? is he 
* young? is he handſome? is he rich? tell 
me, tell me all about it; I die to ſee his face. 
Can you perſuade him to untnafk? do do, 
make him, make him.“ She uttered theſe 
queſtions with ſo much rapidity, that I was 
really inclined to believe that this good lady 
had certainly miſtaken her character, and in- 
tended to repreſent a windmill inſtead of the 
"Goddeſs of Chaſtity. 
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Courtney, aſter gipping ke a perſon over- 
powered by a tornado, anſwered, “Madam, 
were you to ſet him the example, I have too 
good an opinion of his 'gaitantry to ſuppoſe 
| that 
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that he would refuſe gratifying your curioſity.” 
Upon this challenge Lady Cavil immedi- 
ately took off her upper maſt, ſaying, in the 
moſt languiſhing tone, I fear my unmaſk- 
ing will ſcarcely repay the gallantry or the cu- 
rigſity of your amiable companion.” Indeed, 
my dear Henry, ſhe ſpoke the truth; for, 
I am ſorry to own, that fear was the only 
_ ſenſation which this mountain nymph excited | 
A 1 


Picture to your imagination « face k- 1 
| Paſſing all the colours on a harlequin jacket, 
where every gaudy ſcrap is thrown in one 
unmeaning jumble, each ſeeming to enquire 

of the other © how it got 8 
1 his belle maſque, after . in the moſt 
affected attitude for ſome moments, to mark 
the progreſs of (what ſhe ſuppoſed) my ad- 
miration, ſaid, in a ſoftened tone, Are you 
indiſpoſed Sir? Don't you dance?“ © No, 
Ma'am, faid I, retiring a few paces towards 
the door, © Don't. you play?” No, 
> mn,” 
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Ma' am, I anſwered, ſtill retiring. Then,” 


replied my torment, © if you neither dance 
nor play, if you pleaſe, we will zalk, and 
TALK SHE DID !! 


„Her tongue was like 2 rolling river 
« Which n flows, and flows for nw” 


However I embraced the earlieſt opportu- 
nity to eſcape ; faying, that T had an en- 
gagement which would prevent my enjoying 
the delights of her converſation any longer; 
but that I was too ſenſible of perfect hap- 


pineſs not to return the inſtant it was in my 


power : then, without waiting for an anſwer, 
I darted out of the room into the next, 


hoping that I might, by mingling with the 


dancers, avoid the perſecution and loqua- 
City of Lady Cavil !— 


What a happy man "Ms Tina Cavil 
muſt be! where, in his proſpe& of life, a 
cannon-ball or his wife is the alternative. I 
ſhould unqueſtionably prefer be former, for 

that 
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that would terminate exiſtence; while the 
latrer i is never ending, Mill beginning!“ 


E with the clack of the prominent 
figure, I retired diſguſted with the whole 


1 group; where I beheld Devils without re; 
1 leaden-heeled, and ſtill more leaden- headed, 
Mercuries; veſtals without chaſtity; 3 young © 


; ! © witches, and od coquets! in ſhort, where 


I; _vevery- thing Was diſtorted, and the general 
. order of nature deſtroyed by a dreadful rex- 
, venſement, and rendered truly contemptible. 

5 

1 Farewell; I now remind o of your pro- 
| miſe, much is due from you on the ſcore of 
| Aßſcription, where every breeze teems with 
1 animation, and every hour muſt be replete 


with adventures! where la bella Campagna, 
and the till more Bella Signoras would ſurely 


_ inſpire a mind leſs We with * eu 


P rot I AL SFr nnd 
* 


f Calefte-than thine ! 
| Doo, faithfully, 


a 


FRANCIS COLVILLE, 
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LETTER VIII. 


LAURA FIT ZZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Laſamme, April 179 


I'S now eighteen months, my dear 5 
Sophia, ſince you quitted Geneva, 


and I have received only two letters from 


3 | you. Does the perpetual delight of Lady 
Cavil's ſociety render you wholly inſenſible 


to the claims of real friendſhip ? Or are you 


* aſhamed to acknowledge the miſeries which 
you voluntarily experience ?—Iwiſh you were 
here; you would be delighted with our new 
convent; it is upon a more liberal plan than 
the old monaſtery ; and I need not ſay that 
Madame St. Btuno's brillianey of mind ſheds 

vol. I. . luſtre 
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luſtre through every avenue of our holy 
habitation. 


« Sie raiſed theſe hallowed walls the deſert ſmil'd, 
And Paradiſe was F in the wild! 8 


The ſociety of this tranquil "PN PREP of 
forty Penſioners, excluſive of the grey ſiſters. 
We have ſeven Engliſh girls, from the age 
of eleven. to eighteen, ſome of whom are 
extremely amiable; my favourite is the 
Charming Belinda Warton; ſhe is indeed 
the roſe of our holy Parterre; arid has the 


moſt perfect affection for me. She is en- 


tirely unknown to our Abbeſs, (except by 
her very diſtinguiſhed talents,) for ſhe was 
placed here by an Engliſh gentleman, when 
only ſix years old, who, every ſpring, re- 
mits a ſplendid ſum for her board and edu- 
cation. You muſt remember her when you 


viſited Geneva. She is more intereſting than 


handſome; mild, obliging, and tender! with 
a ſoft melancholy, which attaches extremely. 


We paſs all our hours of ſtudy together; and 


as the eder boarders are permitted to walk 
8 out 
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out with a Lay ſiſter, for their guard, we fre- 
quently ramble at ſun-ſet over the romantic 


ſcenes ſo beautifully deſcribed by the divine 


Rouſſeau ! and for which this country is ſo 
juſtly celebrated! *Tis impoſſible to give 
you an idea of their richneſs and variety, 
their enchanting ſolitude and wonderful ſub- 
limity! 


We often wander along the margin of the 
extenſive Lake, which (glittering like a 
ſheet of gold with the reflection of the de- 
clining ſun, and quivering at every breeze | 
that ſteals acroſs its ſurface,) bears the laſt 
vibration of the long ſounding Curfew : we 
view with delight the hills on every ſide, 
adorned with variegated vineyards, and be- 
yond them (terminating the proſpect,) the 
tops of the diſtant Alps, covered with their 
| ſhowy mantle! Sometimes we join the pea- 
ſantry in their rural fetes; they appear to be 
the happieſt, and moſt harmleſs of the human 
race! I really am often almoſt tempted to 
fancy myſelf in a new world !— 


Ca Our 
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Our ſituation is healthy in the extreme: 
ve have the fineſt fruits, glowing with the 
bloom, the effect of a cherithing climate; and 
the beſt diet of every kind ; with new milk, 
eggs, ſmall wines, &c. &c. We riſe at 
ſeven in the ſummer, and at eight in the 
winter: we retire to reſt always before ten; 
and our repoſe is replete with every thing 
that a tranquil mind can beſtow. I am thus 
exact in my deſcriptions becauſe I know that 
the minuteſt circumſtance intereſts the affec- 
tionate heart, and if it were not for thoſe 
petit reins the intercourſe of mind would be 
dull and infipid. I wiſh you would be more 
conſtant in your correſpondence. Remem- 
ber, my dear Sophia, that I am in a convent, 
te remote from cities,” and can only find 
amuſement in mental delights! Ve have 
neither concerts, W maſquerades, 
balls, or theatres ; we have only 


% Long ſounding Aiſles, and intermingled graves pe 
where FF ᷑ (( 


80 Ever muſing Melancholy reigns!” — : 
N Belinda 
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Belinda Warton deſires me to preſent her 
love to you, (though unknown) you are my 
friend, and ſhe inſiſts on my not breaking 
through the invariable rule which I have 
made of participating with her in every de- 
light of my heart, 


Adieu, 
Affectionately yours, 


LAURA Frrz- 
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LETTER IX. 
TRE HON. MRS. PERCIVAL, 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL. 


Cavendiſh-Square, April 1 7 9 


MY WORTHY 7 SON, 


you: letter afforded 1 me inexpreſlible 
joy; in the firſt place, becauſe it 


: brought the conſoling news of your good 
health; and ſecondly, becauſe it convinced 
me of your laudable purſuit in the road to 


wiſdom : continue in that path and you will 
be the admiration of Rank ! an honour to 
your family ! and the Pros of Pu: fond 
mother ! 


Do. not think of returning, at leaſt for 
theſe twelve months ; be prudent and ceco- 
nomical ; remember you have every proſpect 
of being a diſtinguiſhed ornament to the 
. * ie 
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peerage of England ! Avoid the females of 
Italy; I mean thoſe of gallant reputation; 
they are abominable rens; my ſon they will 
deſtroy your plan of improvement, and ſe- 
duce you from the pages of learning : we 
have too many examples of their artifice 
among our young nobility ; and many a one 
who has ſet out an ideot has returned a knave. 
The only addition ſuch characters will make 
to their heraldry will be the foo!'s-cap, an 
emblem of the Una ſhure of the ou 
e 


Do not venture to the theatres, they are 
ſcenes of luxurious folly, and will corrupt the 
purity of your youthful mind. Mr. Court- 
ney, (my worthy chaplain) informs me that 
he writes to you conſtantly: I know his let- 
ters are, and will be, replete with maxims of 
ſageſſe! he is a very wiſe and diſcreet young 
man; I could wiſh you had him with you for 
a travelling tutor, but that I cannot part 
with him for any length of time, he is fo 
extremely uſeful in the family.— 

4. C4 "= 
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Your fortune is hourly improving; you 
will be as rich as you will be virtuous; in 


| both, the envy of a malicious wicked world. 


Don't forget,. when you paſs through Lau- 


ſanne, to deliver the letter to Miſs Fitz-Owen; 
I hear ſhe is a perfect beauty, and as amiable 


as ſhe is lovely! but I have never ſeen 
her. | 5 


If you want any money you ſhall have it 


but remember economy, and that to be in- 


dependent is the only way to be reſpectable. 
Adieu. Accept the advice and love of 
your | 2 


Affectionate friend and mother, 
DI. PERCIVAL. 


| Your uncle, Lord Litchfield, is in bet- 
ter healck than 1 have ſeen him for many 


years. 


LETTER 
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LETTER X. 
LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, May 179- 
VERY letter that I receive from my 


L deareſt Sophia comes with the ſweet- 
neſs of benediction; it reconciles me to the 
obſcurity in which J paſs all my days, and 
tells me, at leaſt, that I am not wholly for- 
gotten. Yet I do not repine at my ſituation 
when I reflect that I am removed from the 
ſorrows of a buſy deceitful world, and per- 
haps by my ſecluſion eſcape many an anxious 
hour attendant upon ſplendor. 885 


I ſometimes wander from our abode of 
peace to the ruins of the ancient convent, at 
C5 = "ns 
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the Ge of an hundred yards from the 
preſent habitable edifice; J often climb, with 
Belinda, over the rugged ground, or reſt 
upon ſome moſs- grown ſeat, hung round 
with ivy, and contemplate the gothic arches, 
mouldering at every blaſt of wind that whiſtles 
through them, ſcattering around their fretted 
fragments. It muſt have been a fabric of 
great extent, and ſingularly beautiful archi- 
tecture! Some parts of the ſhattered roof 
are ſtill exquiſitely painted, and the pave- 
ment taſſelated with marble of various co- 


lours. | 7 | 


The columns (which have moſt eſcaped 
the ravages of time and the ſeaſons,) appear 
to be the remains of a ſuperb chapel, and the 

cloyſters ; the former has yet a magnificent 
altar entire, and the latter bears the marks of 
many imperfect inſcriptions, but the ſcattered 
weeds prevent my tracing the memorials of 
names or ſubjects: I have often wiſhed to 


indulge my gs by hiring a peaſant to 
| remove 
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remove the fragments, in order that I may 
fully examine their records, for 


Perchance | in this neglected ſpot i is laid, 

Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire ; 
Hands that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 
Or waked to ecſtaſy the living lyre !” 


The other night we ſtole out after ve/þers, 
and ſtrolled to our favourite retreat, there we 
found 


% Room for meditation even to madneſs!” 


It was a clear moon-light evening; no ſound 
was heard but the ruſhing of a diſtant water 
fall, and the nightingale warbling from the 
adjacent wood : the pale light darted through 
the mouldering walls, filvering the dark 
ivy, covered with dew ; the whole ſcene was 
- exquiſitely touching to a mind gifted with 
ſenſibility. ö 
While we were contemplating its awful 
beauties a cloud paſſed over the moon, and 
we were ſuddenly left in total darkneſs. 


G6 Belinda 
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Belinda preſſed my arm, as a ſignal of 
fear; and, I confeſs, I felt an unuſual dread, 
that is not to be deſcribed. We fat upon a 
part of the ruin, trembling, and not daring 


to ſpeak to each other, till we heard the 


convent bel] ſtrike ten, the regular hour for 
retiring to reſt. I then felt courageous ; 
c Belinda,” faid I, “ ſhall we return?“ 


She made no reply. I took my handker- 


chief from my pocket and threw it round 
her neck : her hand was extremely cold, and 
I was apprenhenſive that ſhe felt herſelf in- 
diſpoſed. © What is the matter, Belinda? 


faid I, trembling with terror. «© Are you 
not afraid?“ anſwered ſhe, in a faltering 


voice, looking fearfully around her. Of 


what?” faid I. © Do you ſuppoſe me to be 
ſo childiſbly ſuperſtitious as to entertain any 


alarm becauſe we are in darkneſs? Believe 


me, there is nothing to dread ; good ſpirits | 


will not moleſt us, and we wicked have no 
Power over the innocent.” : 


gt | As 
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As I ſpoke, I heard the ſound of footſteps, 
and ſaw a man enter the gateway: we were 
in an obſcure corner at the further end of the 
ruin, and the moon being ſtill behind the 
clouds, it was impoſſible to diſcover our re- 
treat. He brought a packet, or ſmall trunk, 
which by the help of a dark lanthorn, he 
carefully depoſited in the chapel, then haſtily 
eſcaped ; and we liſtened with beating hearts 
till the ſound of his footſteps were heard no 

longer. 


cc Belinda,” faid I, © for heaven's fake 
nov exert ſome reſolution, and let us fly from 
this place; be aſſured this was a robber who 
has plundered ſome traveller, and been in- 
duced to conceal his treaſure *till he finds a 
convenient opportunity for carrying it away. 


We roſe, and ſtole gently out of the ruin : 
the inſtant we found ourſelves in the wood 
we flew with incredible ſwiſtneſs, and in a few 
minntes arrived at the convent. The porter, 
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who was juſt faſtening the gate, let us in, and 
for a ſmall preſent, promiſed inviolable * 
creſy. 


We retired to our chamber to rumiate on 
the adventure at the old convent and the 
robber, (for ſuch we concluded the ſtranger 
to have been, ) occupied ” thoughts the 
whole night. . 


Neither Belinda or myſelf enjoyed a mo- 
ment's repoſe ; we talked of the affair till 
day-break, and agreed that we would, on the 
following evening, venture forth again, at an 
earlier hour, with the ſexton of the convent, 
to diſcover the hidden treaſure, knowing that 
during the day the perſon who had depoſited 
it would not be ſo daring as to attempt ſeck- 
ing for his plunder. 


Adieu, for the preſent, my next letter ſhall 
tell you the reſult of our reſearches. I know 
vou will congratulate me on the eſcape we 

have 
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have had, for there cannot be a doubt but 
that we ſhould have. been murdered had 
the moon diſcovered our hiding-place. 


Once more adieu, believe me ſincerely, 


Your frie 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XI. 
SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL. 


 Charleton Priory, May 179- 
HREE months have elapſed and no 
letter from Henry Percival! Have 

you 4:bbed of the Lethean ſpring? Are you 

fallen a victim to the jealouſy of ſome © fiery 

Tybalr?” Or, to cure ſome romantic paſ- 

fion, have you taken a cool leap into that ca- 

pacious crucible, Yeſuvius ? If you are no 
more, God reſt your ſoul in heaven full 
merry ;” for, at leaſt it will be purified in 

paſſing through the burning lake h 


I have been theſe ten days at Charleton 
Priory ; I believe I ſhall ſtay a month longer, 
and then I muſt return to Oxford, that ter- 
reſtrial Pandemonium of 3 and profli- 


gacy! 


We 
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We expect a large party this ſummer. 
Courtney arrived yeſterday. I wonder Mrs. 
Percival could ſuffer her ſentimental /oul- 
guard to ſtray ſo far from home ! I hope he 
has left his ridiculous refinement at Litch- 
field, for I ſhall certainly be tempted to 
make cartridges of his © Heroic Epiſtles,” and 
papillotes of his © Love Elegies!” The af- 
fectation of tenderneſs, which he has lately 
adopted, is become perfectly abſurd. He, 
« like mortals, never ſleeps,” but frequently 
wanders all night in the foreſt, chaunting 
love ditties. Poor Cæſar, the honeſt old 
| houſe-dog, will pine himſelf to a ſkeleton with 
jealouſy at the midnight howlings of the divine. 
When I riſe at break of day, to enjoy the 
delights of the country, I find him ſitting 
mournfully under ſome hollow oak, or faded 
willow, while his ſcattered ſonnets, whirling 
in /mpathetic contact with the fallen leaves, 
create the moſt ſublime confuſion, —Adieu, 
my dear Percival, believe me I 
Yours truly, 
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LETTER XII. 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


| Grounr-Srth, e u I 15 9• 
DEAR LAURA, | 


AVE you ſeen your couſin, Henry 
Percival? He has, I underſtand, been 
abſent from England ſome.months. He in- 
tends to make a tour of France and Italy, 
and en revenant, to complete his journey by 
a pilgrimage to the ſhrine, which you em- 
belliſh, to pay his devoirs to his belle couſine. 
Remember, he is very devout, where beauty 
is the image of his idolatry; therefore, ſee 
bim, veiled, I conjure you; recollect the pre- 
cepts of your beloved Shakeſpeare, that, 


% The charieſt maid is prodigal enough 
It ſhe unmaſk her beauties to the moon!“ 


. 5 Forgive 
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Forgive me for the affectation of being an 
adviſer ; but the few months that you paſſed 
beyond the walls of your convent, ſince your 
infancy, have ſcarcely been ſufficient to arm 
your ingenuous ſoul againſt the treachery of 
a deceitful world. 


To-morrow, we ſet out for Charleton 
Priory ; the delightful manſion of Sir Hervey 
Wentworth ; *tis ſituated in Berkſhire, one 
of the moſt beautiful counties of our little 
iſle ; and is a perpetual ſcene of delight and 
conviviality. Sir Hervey is the old friend of 
my family, and through politeneſs to me, has 
invited ne ran: to his paradiſe ! 


I ſhall write to you on my arrival there. 
Adieu, my dear Laura; believe me 


4 


Yours moſt truly and affectionately, 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIII. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 
BW | | | 
| TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 
„ 1 
N . ü Lauſanne, May 179. 
| MY DEAR SOPHIA, 
| XI laſt letter muſt have excited your 
| curioſity ; J will not therefore detain 
you long in ſuſpence, but proceed to inform 
you, that on the evening following our alarm 
| at the chapel, before ſun-ſet, we repaired to - 
; that melancholy fpot. We made Etienne, 
the ſexton of the convent, accompany us; 
| and as he is a ſtrong young Savoyard, we 
| thought he might be able to defend us from 
; any aſſault. We arriyed at the outward 
| : arch 3 
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arch; I own the chilled blood began to for- 
ſake my cheek ; Belinda ſmiling, ſaid, “ nome, 
who is the coward ??—<© You are right,” 
replied I, © yet I am not apprehenſive of 
meeting with any thing mortal here; but I 
know not why, a preſſentiment, the moſt un- 
pleaſant, chains my feet.” „ Folly! folly!” 
_ cried Belinda, gently pulling my arm ;— 
« Come, Etienne, you muſt lead the way: 
I hope you are not afraid ;”” © afraid—no !” 
returned he; * with God's protection, I dare 
any thing ; here, my young ladies, take each 

hold of my arm, and be aſſured I will de- 
fend you againſt whatever his place will 
| produce.” 


We -proceeded, fearful, yet impatient to 
| fatisfy our curioſity, The ſun juſt ſetting in 
the horizon; the ſky was beautifully ſerene ; 
the trees were waving ia {oft murmurs around 
us, and the birds preparing to rooſt upon 
the branches; the inſect millions Were hüm- 
ming their evening ſong, and ſwarming from 
weir 1 Caverns, where they had ſheltered 

. | themſelves 


He then began his taſk, and had not con- 
tinued it two minutes, when he ſtruck againſt 
a ſolid inaſs. © We have it, by our Lady !” 
exclaimed Etienne ; © tis a heavy treaſure, 
be it what it will, and perhaps may make a 
poor man's fortune.” He continued to la- 
bour till (the earth being completely broken 
and removed) we diſcovered a large coffer 
made of oak, and curiouſly carved, but 
much periſhed, by having remained a long 
time in the ground, though not more than a 
foot beneath the ſurface, | 


We 


_ Pea lN, and eK 


ao Jays. that. they iravelled to Germany] yet 
who knows but we may find that they were 


miſtaken.” We all agreed that it could not 

be the depoſit of the night robber, as no one | 
perſon could have carried fo ponderous a ; 
| burthen. We continued our mirth. The 
Jun was ſet, and the faint purple gloom, pe- 
netrating the ſhattered roof, rendered it 


almoſt | 
7 Darkneſs ible 


« Come, come, Etienne, ſaid I, © make 
haſte, we will have it open at any rate; you 
have excited my curioſity, and I ſhall not reſt 
till it is gratified. 15 | 


He 
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LETTER XIII 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


ro SOPHIA CLEVELAND. | 
wee May _ 


| MY DEAR SOPHIA, 


J laſt letter muſt have excited your 

curioſity ; I will not therefore detain 
you long in ſuſpence, but proceed to inform 
you, that on the evening following our alarm 
at the chapel, before ſun-ſet, we repaired to 
that melancholy ſpot. We made E7tenne, 
the ſexton of the convent, accompany us; 
and as he is a ſtrong young Savoyard, we 
thought he might be able to defend us from 
any aſſault. We arrived at the outward 
arch ; 


SHRINE OF BERTHA. ; + 


arch; I own the chilled blood began to for- 
ſake my cheek ; Belinda ſmiling, ſaid, “ nous, 
who is the coward ?”—< You are right,” 
replied I, © yet I am not apprehenſive of 
meeting with any thing mortal here; but I 
know not why, a preſſentiment, the moſt un- 
pleaſant, chains my feet.” «© Folly! folly!” 
cried Belinda, gently pulling my arm ;— 
« Come, Etienne, you muſt lead the way: 
I hope you are not afraid ;” © afraid—no !” 
returned he; * with God's protection, I dare 
any thing; here, my young ladies, take each 
hold of my arm, and be aſſured I will de- 
fend you n whatever Ibis place will 
produce.” 


OY 


Me proceeded, fearful, yet impatient to 

fatisfy our curioſity, The ſun juſt ſetting in 
the horizon; the ſky was beautifully ſerene ; 
the trees were waving ia ſoft murmurs around 
us, and the birds preparing to rooſt upon 
the branches; the inſect millions Were büm- 
ming their evening ſong, and ſwarfming from 
their little caverns, where they had ſheltered 

„„ 5 themſelves 
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themſelves from a recent ſhower. - Never 
did nature appear fo refreſhed, or ſo per- 
fectly enchanting ! 


We entered the chapel—< here,” ſaid I, 
ce did the man depoſit ſomething ;—what it 
was, heaven knows!” © I ſee nothing,” 
faid Etienne; © but wa this good ne, 
I will dig to oblige you.” 


He then began his taſk, and had not con- 
tinued it two minutes, when he ſtruck againſt 
a ſolid inaſs. © We have it, by our Lady! 
exclaimed Etienne; © tis a heavy treaſure, 
be it what it will, and perhaps may make a 
poor man's fortune.” He continued to la- 
bour till (the earth being completely broken 
and removed) we diſcovered a large coffer 
made of oak, and curiouſly carved, but 
much periſhed, by having remained a long 
time in the ground, though not more than a 
foot beneath the ſurface, 


We 
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We all crowded round, and laughed im- 
moderately, each aſſerting a right to a ſhare 
of the treaſure. They do report,“ ſaid 
our ſexton, (leaning on his pick-axe,) © that 
this monaſtery was one of the richeſt in 
Switzerland; but when the emperor took it 
into his head to demoliſh his own convents, 
our maſſy ornaments vaniſhed, nobody can 
tell how. Our abbeſs is his relation, and folks 
do ſay, that they traveiled to Germany] yet 
who knows but we may find that they were 

miſtaken.” We all agreed that it could not 
be the depoſit of the night robber, as no one 
perſon could have carried ſo ponderous a 
burthen. We continued our mirth. The 

jun was ſet, and the faint purple gloom, pe- 
netrating the ſhattered roof, rendered it 


almoſt | 
« Darkneſs viſi } le.” 


c Come, come, Etienne, ſaid I, © make 
haſte, we will have it open at any rate; you 
have excited my curioſity, and I ſhall not reſt 
"Ull it is gratified,” ” 


He 


— 
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He then placed his pick-axe in the crevice 


of the lid; and (the wood being ſoſtened by 
the length of time it had been buried, ) with 
very little difficulty he forced it open. 


Gracious heaven! (my blood almoſt con- 
geals whilſt I write!) conceive our horror, 


when we beheld—the remains of a female 


form—almoſt entirely decayed, wrapped in 
fine linen, with a gold chain and croſs about 
its neck, and a wedding ring on one of the 
fingers. We looked at each other, as pale 
as alabaſter. It was impoſſible to trace whe- 
ther the perſon had been young or old ; but 


noble it certainly had been, by the richneſs 


of its burial garments. We continued to 
gaze in dumb aſtoniſhment ; Belinda was as 


cold as marble; our poor ſexton reſted on 


his pick-axe, in mournful filence ; I confeſs I 


had much, very much, difficulty to ſave my- 


« Alas!” faid Etienne, --at length reco- 
vering from his ſurpriſe, © This muſt be the 
poor 
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poor lady who died by her own raſh hands, 
many years ago in our convent; my father 
was then ſexton ; and I remember his telling 
me the melancholy ſtory, and his faying that 
he had, (by order of the ſuperior,) at mid- 
night, laid her corps in a ſecret ſpot, to pre- 
vent the expoſure and rigour exerciſed on 
the remains of thoſe who commit ſelf ſlaugh- 
ter. The ſtory,” added he, „ has been 
huſhed up ever ſince, for many reaſons ; but 
murder will out, as they ſay! We had bet- 
ter cover the coffer, and lay the earth over 
it; and to-morrow I will come, and ſecure 
it in a manner that nothing for the future ſhall 
diſturb it.” I found ſome relief from the 
coolneſs of the evening air, and ſat myſelf 
down on a broken column, near the entrance, 
to recover my ſpirits—it was almoſt dar: 
« Yes,” ſaid I, do conceal thoſe poor re- 
mains, and to-morrow we will come and ſee 
how you have performed your promiſe.” — 
In a few minutes he replaced the earth, and 
we roſe to depart, I may as well leave my 
pick-axe and ſhovel,” ſaid Etienne.“ Stay, 
VOL, I, 0 ſtay, 
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ſtay, young ladies, only a moment, while I 
find a place to hide them in.” He crept in- 
to a niche for that purpoſe—but what was 
our ſurpriſe when he, almoſt inſtantly, came 
running towards us, with a ſmall red box, 
neatly decorated, and marked with the ini- 
tials H. P. © This,” faid I, © is certainly 
the treaſure which the robber hid laſt night ; 
we will take it to Madame St. Bruno, and ſhe 
ſhall keep it, *till ſome mise my re- 
ſtore 1t to the right owner.” 


Me returned to the convent, imprefſed 
with a thouſand melancholy ſenſations. I 
could not forbear ſhedding a torrent of tears. 
The poor Etienne looked like one “ crazed 
with care,” and my dear N was perfect- 


ly ſtupified with wonder. 


Adieu! what a long letter I have written! 
J will again reſume my pen, the inſtant I can 
obtain further information on the ſubject of | 
our adventures. Your's ever, ; 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


LETTER 


K | er” &=& phy oa. 
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" LETTER NF. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE. 


DEAR FRANK, 5 


ERE am I—in a miſerable hovel ! 

on a miſerable pallet in a moſt miſe- 

rable condition! wounded —robbed-—and 
almoſt murdered - Laſt night, on entering 
the foreſt about two miles diſtant, we were 
attacked by three armed ruffians, and, like my 
friend Falfaffi, © I received their even points 


| upon my target:” But my ſurgeon has for-. 


bid me to write, uatil my precious life is 
pronounced to be in perfect ſafety. Adieu! 
« More ſhalt thou hear anon,” from 


D 2 H. PERCIVAL. 


LETTER 


— — — — — 4 r N. 

rr e In — — 

* — n — a . — — 4 — << — 
— s 


w — — — — — 
— r 
_ 2 — N 
— 1 
—— 
* 


. we, IOPT> OE en 
—— c 
— » 
— * os a1 


135: 
14 
4 # 
it; 

1; 
I; 


— 
— e — Bs. 


— 3 
— — — 


52 sHRINE OF BERTHA. 


LETTER XV, 
| SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 
TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 
Charleton Priory, May 17 9-. 


MY DEAR LAURA, | 
OUR account of the ſtrange diſcovery 


1 6at your chapel, made my heart thrill 


with horror! How can you ſeek after ſuch 
melancholy adventures? Yer if you purſue 
your reſearches any further, pray let me have 


a minute detail of whatever happens; en al- 


ſendant, I will communicate to you the events 
of our ſummer excurſion. If I had the pen- 


motly and groteſque inmates of Charleton 
Priory, I have ſo many originals, that I 
ſhould not know which to make the promi- 

nent 


1 
Kc 
3 
1 
Wo 
_, 
Ih 


cil of Hogarth or Buxbary, to delineate the | 
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nent figure on the canvaſs ; however, I ſhall 
try to deſcribe them, and (though contrary 
to the rules of painting) begin with the 


 darkeft ſhade firſt; J therefore introduce the 


gentle Lady Cavil.— 


After the fatigue of packing and unpacking 
fifty times, we departed from Groſvenor- 
Street in her poſt-chaiſe, ſo buried among 
bundles, band-boxes, and lap-dogs, that I 


was frequently in fear of abſolute ſuffocation 


believe me, I envied even the ſervant, who 
rode poſt ; and the Berkſhire waggon (which 
we paſſed on the road) ſeemed more delight- 
ful than the triumphal car of Cleopatra, when 
compared with our moving machine, of mi- 
ſery and mortification. I rejoiced when I be- 
held the ſun kindly ſinking behind the hill, as 
if unwilling to witneſs our diſgraceful debar- 


kation at the Priory. We arrived in the even- 


ing, and I was received by Sir Hervey Went- 
worth, as by a father who had found a long 


loſt child. To Lady Cavil, he was politely 
attentive, though I could perceive in his 


D 3 countenance 
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countenance evident ſigns of diſappointment 
at the eccentric appearance of ma belle chape- 


rone After the ceremonials of introduction 


between Lady Cavil and the reſpectable Sir 
Hervey were finiſhed, we proceeded to the 


drawing room, (for he had, according to the 


encient rules of hoſpitality, greeted us in his 
old faſhioned hall, hung round with tattered 
banners, ruſtleing at every breath of wind, 
and waving over the ruſty armour, and vene- 


rable ſtags heads, whoſe branching horns re- 


gularly arranged, beſpoke the pride and an- 


tiquity of the family.) Had you ſeen Sir ; 
Hervey handing Lady Cavil, at arm's length, | 
by the point of her little finger, up the great 


which his gloſſy filk hoſe were drawn conſi- 
derably above his trembling knees ; his high 
heeled, ſhort-quartered, ſhammy ſhoes, cu- 
riouſly faſtened on his inſtep with ſmall gold 
buckles, looking as if he had juſt awoke 
from a nap, commenced in the reign of good 


queen Anne! you would ſcarcely have been 
able 


72 


Rair-caſe, and through the long gallery; had 
you beheld his neat figure, his taper legs on 
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able to refrain from laughing. Though my 
face had no opportunity of /ni/ing, it was fo 
completely occupied in buſhing, for my cla- 
morous companion, whoſe trumpet-toned 
voice (echoing along the vaulted ceiling of 
the great hall,) made me almoſt fancy that 
the “complete ſteel” of the Wentworth's, 
borne by the airy forms of their poſſeſſors, 
would, miſtaking it for the Herald's Summons, 
inſtantly deſcend, and form themſelves for 
battle! Having conducted them ſo far, I 
ſhall leave you, my dear Laura, to contem- 
plate with your © mind's eye” thoſe ſcenes, 
which (to my great mortification) I witneſſed 
in reality. 


Affectionately your's, 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XVI. 


LAURA EITZ-OWEN, N 


| 10 SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


Lauſame, May 179-. 


\ 


MY DEAR SOPHIA, 


DEFORE the ſun roſe, we quitted our 
pillows, where we had enjoyed little 
reſt; and at the concluſion of Matins, we ven- 
tured forth ; (it was an holiday, and there- 
fore we were permitted to be abſent ;) Eli- 
enne was waiting in the gate-way to attend 
us. We proceeded to the old chapel, On 
our arrival at the melancholy ſpot, we per- 
ceived the earth removed. I was preparing 
to expreſs my aſtoniſnment, when £7:enne 
ſaid, © I left the coffer in this ſtate, that you 
CER 1 might 


as 


g—_—_ a 
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might examine it once more, if you wiſhed 
it; and likewiſe, that you may be ſatisfied 
that all the valuables remain perfectly ſafe ; 
for,” continued this honeſt fellow, “ you 
don't know what treaſure it contained; cu- 
rioſity led me to look again this morning, 
and I found, to my great ſurpriſe... a golden 
box, which you ſhall ſee.” We then re- 
moved the cover, and on the left ſide lay a 
richly emboſſed caſket. We ſtood for a mo- 
ment. conſulting each other's looks; at length. 
Belinda expreſſed an earneſt wiſh to examine 
its contents. Etienne deſired me to uncloſe 
it; I heſitated - —then, trembling, directed: 


my hand. towards it; as I. touched the arm, 


it inſtantly. mouldered to afbes ! I ſtarted back 
ready to expire with horror!. * Etienne, 
ſaid I, * do you open it, for I not the 
power.“ 


He did but with a degree of reſpectful. 
awe, that made me almoſt worſhip him. It 
contained a ſmall lock of hair, curiouſly; 
braided ; an enamelled miniature picture, of. 

D 5, a young 
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a young and handſome man, and a paper, with 
#heſe words written upon it :— | 


„ WHOEVER SHALL DISCOVER THESE MOURN- 
„ FUL RELICS, Is DESIRED TO PRESERVE THEM 
„TIL TIME SHALL DEVELOPE THE DREADFUL 
« HISTORY OF THEIR ONCE HAPPY POSSESSOR, 


BERTH A, COUNTESS OF mewn? 


My heart throbbed as though it would 
burſt its priſon ; in vain did I endeavour to 
ſpeak ; I expected nothing leſs, than inftant 
annihilation; in a few moments I recovered | 


Tufficiently to take the caſket, and preſſing it l 


to my quivering lips, with holy veneration, 
ſecretly vowed to obey the injunctions it con- 
tained. We then covered the coffer ; every 
ſhovel full of duſt, that our ſexton threw over 
it, drew a torrent. from my eyes ; while he | 
was performing this fad office, the convent 
bell ſtruck nine; it ſeemed like the paſſing 
nel] of the ill. fated BERTHA! 


5 I knelt 


I knelt beſide the ſpot till the earth was 
levelled with the other parts of the ground, 
and then aſſiſted Etienne in piling a quantity 
of fragments of ſtone, forming a rude mo- 
nument, over which I have every day ſince 
uttered a denen oriſons. 


I believe I ſhould have remained there till 
midnight, had not Belinda checked, what foe 
called, my © ridiculous ſenſibility.” I con- 
feſs I did not ſuppoſe her capable of making 

fuch a remark ; and could not help replying, 
« You are at liberty, if the ſcene is unplea- 

ſant to you. She took me at my word, and 
left me under the Protection of che honeſt 


Etienne. 


We proceeded towards the convent; be- 
fore we arrived at the gate, I could not help 
offering my humane companion the little mo- 
ney J had about me, which he firmly refuſed 
to accept. Do you think,” ſaid he, © that 
I require a reward for doing what is right ? 
No, no, Mademoiſelle Laura; I am not ſo. 

D 6 poor 
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poor, that 1 muſt be paid for being hone/..” 
Accept it then,” ſaid I, Pour I Amitie.” 
« There again I muſt refuſe you,” ſaid Eri- 
enne,” for your friendſhip is not fo changeable, 
but that it will 4% till another day ; there- 
fore you muſt excuſe me for not receiving an 
earthly reward for the little ſtep conſcience may 
whiſper I have made towards heaven.” 


— — —— — „ 
= AD: 72 
— — 
8 ee CE Rents. 1 a. 22 wes. 
. PRI = . 2= Wow vm . — 
— — — _ — — 
— — o — — — — "_— 
» > - rt - » - * 7 —_— . — 382 
— . — 5 — * 
— — 2 , 2 — 


— —— 


= — ——— 


— = 
— IT 
— 


— —— 


2 — — 
— — — Coo 
= — — — 


* — 


Te r rr 
—— — 
W — — 


On my arrival at the convent, I found a 
1 letter from Mrs. Percival, whoſe ſon was (as 
you will perceive) robbed and wounded by | 
banditti two nights fince, He is lodged at a 
farm-houſe, about a mile from hence. The 
trunk, marked with the initials H. P. which 
we found where the robber had concealed it, 
evidently belonged to him; and Madame St. 
Bruno immediately ſent it, with every offer of 
civility. She has diſpatched a meſſenger to 
Geneva for a ſurgeon, for he is much hurt; 
but as ſoon as he is ſufficiently recovered, I | 
have leave (with Pere Leonard,) to make him 
a viſit. I hope my couſin is not ſo very hand- 
ſome as you repreſent him to be, I ſhall 
: 3 | | dread 
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dread to know him, being ſhut_ up from 
all mankind, except our ghaſtly looking 
Confeſſor.— . 


Belinda is expiring to ſee this formidable 
Anglois; and I have promiſed to take her 
with me; but as we ſhall be guarded, there 
will be no great danger of any very intereſt- 
ing converſation. HW 


Adieu! Your's ſincerely, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN.. 


LETTER 


ö 
| 
| 
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LETTER XVII. 


80PHIA CLEVELAND, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


Charleton Priory, June 1 79 9 


Have * received your letter, my deareſt 
Laura, mentioning Mr. Percival's acci- 
dent. Was it very aſtoniſhing, that, in ap- 
proaching you, he was wounded ? 


But what a happy condenſity of ſkull your 
charming couſin muſt be bleſt with ! Had the 
blows which he providentially ſuſtained on his. 
bead, fallen on any part of his body, inſtant an- 
nihilation would have been the inevitable 


conſequence. 


I am 
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IJ am informed that Mrs. Percival was very 
much alarmed at the intelligence, as ſhe in- 
tends to give a fete villageoiſe, in the courſe of 
the enſuing month, which muſt have been 
poſtponed if her ſon had been killed. 


It was reported that ſhe intended to have 
abandoned the opening of her friend Lady 
Littlefigure's faro bank (the evening the news 
arrived, ) had not Mrs. Le Brun entered at 
the ſame time, with a bonnet a Peffendi ! which 
J am ſorry to add, entirely overſet her project 
of ſympathetic ſecluſion. | 


But to return to your favourite ſubje=—— 
is Henry Percival out of danger ?—has he 
proper attendance ? Suffer Madame St. 
Bruno to be his phyſician; but don't ee him 
yourſelf. Such a nurſe as Laura Fitz-Owen | 
would, I fear, while eradicating a temporary 
diſeaſe, implant one in the hear? of her pa- 
tient, which Nor time, nor Place, nor 
len n. ears can cure. as 


Once 
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Once more, then, I conjure you not to /ee 
RR | 


Tuoour's, my dear Laura, 
very-ſincerely, 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XVIII 
Litchfield Abbey, June 179- 
: SIMON GALLIARD, | 
70 MONSIEUR DE VILLECOURT. 


MOUNSEER VILECUR, 


7 NOWING as you be AMifer Percival's 
Valley de Sham, and thinking as your 
French ways don't at all agree with our 
Engliſh Conſtitution, I does you the honour to 
write you theſe few lines, in my officious ca- 
pacity, as the Honourable Mrs. Percival's 
ſteward, my good Lady having heard that 
her /un, your maſter, has had an incident, 
which, ſhe has been reformed, is a diſcuſſion 
on the brain, in order to prove her defet71on, 
ſhe defires me to di/clo/e the ſum of forty 
pounds as a ſmall preſent; and if it ſhould 
pleaſe 
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pleaſe heaven to take the poor Young Gentle- 
man from his wicked world to zhe other, ſhe 
demands me to intimidate that no expence 
ſhall be ſpared to prove that ſhe poſſeſſes a 
failing and malevolent heart. 


I I ſuppoſe, Mounſeer Vilecur, you be 
taking your pleaſure, and that you be fun- 
keting about rarely, from place to place, 
levelling in luxury and lazineſs; but it is the 
way with ye all, now-a-days; but as I am 
overſtepping my capacity of my Lady's 
ſteward, I muſt beg leave to incline making 


any. remarks conſarning the Co I re- 
main, Maag, Ch 


Your humble Sarvant, 


SIMON GALLIARDo 


P. S. My Lids wood write herſelf, but 
ſhe has been refined in her chamber for theſe 
fix weeks, with her o/d flying goat. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIX. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


T0 SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lale, June 17 9 


H my y dear Sophia, I have ſeen and 
converſed with my amiable Couſin 
I confeſs that all your accounts of his per- 
ſonal and mental accompliſhments fall far 
* ſhort of his merit. He is indeed aſtoniſn- 
ingly handſome !- and ſo intereſting, ſo well 
bred, ſo unaſſuming! I am really ſurpriſed 
that you ſuffered him to leave England. 


| Low deny Mrs. Percival ought to love 


ſuch a ſon; how much all his friends muſt 


lament his abſence ; how univerſally will he 
| BE 
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be adored at Naples! He is quite recovered; 
his wound was not dangerous ; and he means 
to proceed on his 7our in two or three days. 


I wiſhed he had never viſited Lauſanne. 
Thoſe ſuperior beings make ſuch ſolitary 
wretches as myſelf behold the world with 
eyes not wholly indifferent; and when we 
turn to contemplate our monaſtic obſcurity, 

we cannot help making ſuch compariſons as 
produce diſquietude/ I hate the ſight of old 
Pere Leonard, ſince 1 beheld Henry Percival, 
and can ſcarcely believe that I am not 
dreaming when I compare their figures. 
Happy ! happy Sophia! Do you not ſome- 
times commiſerate my mournful deftiny ? 
Do you not with to ſee me at liberty? But 
what has a wretched friendleſs Orphan to do 
with the buſy world? Why ſhould I pine 
for the termoil of life? 7 have no right to 
covet iplendour; I was not born to dazzle 
admiring eyes, or triumph over the hearts of 
ſurrounding faves : to my dear Sophia I re- 
| ſign 
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ſign the laurel of conqueſt, and muſt en- 
deavour to remember that 


1 Here for ever, ever muſt I ſtay!“ 


Iam grown more fond of my ſolitary re- 


treat than ever; I paſs much of my time 


there; yeſterday evening I had courage to 
viſit it quite alove, The timidity I had felt 
on former occaſions ſeemed wholly vaniſhed ; 
I experienced a perfect ſerenity of mind, and 
my ſenſe of dread was ſubdued by the tran- 
quillity around me. My ſoul glowed with 
poetical inſpiration, J enjoyed a melancholy 
ſolace, more gratifying to my mind than the 


livelieſt ſcenes could have beſtowed. So 


pure, ſo ſuperior was my delight, that though 
the clouds threatened a ftorm, no power on 


earth could have prevented me even from 


encountering its impending fury. 


With my pencil I wrote the incloſed verſes, 
in my pocket-book : do not read them with 
a critical ſeverity, for I aſſure they were the 
ſpontaneous effuſions 1 my heart. 


STANZAS 
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s TAN ZAS WRITTEN AT THE SHRINE OF BEA THA.“ 


| Pleas'd with the calm bewitching hour, 
When Evening ſhadows o'er the N - 
I Teek my ſolitary bow'r, | 
And liſten to the ur ftrain ! ? 


| Here, where the woven ivy hangs, 
Once the rich ſhrine of marble roſe ! | 
And chaſte-ey'd vesTALs ſigh'd their pangs, 
And bathed, with 3 icy tears, their woes. 


And here, where on the eat . 
The ſculptured fragments ſcatter'd lie, 
Erſt did the choral anthem ſound, 
And holy incenſe meet the ſky. 


What are ye now? ye arches drear, 
What can ye ſhew to ſooth the breaſt ? 
Save penſive twili ght's frequent tear, 
That falls in cryſtal luſtre dreſt! 


Let o'er the ſcene of rude decay 
Blithe zature darts the morning beam ! 
And here the bluſhing evening ray 
Inſpires the ſoul with rancr's dream! 


| _ 


0 The Authore ſs is indebted to her Mother for all the ke Poetry' in theſe 
volumes not hes with inverted commas. 
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And here wan EYNTH1a ſheds her light, 
The ſhatter'd roofs and walls among ; 


And here the ſolemn hour of night 
Is chear'd by eaiLOMELA's ſong! 


And here the LoRIN, poor and ſad, 
No kindred ſmile his breaſt to warm, 
May find what cruel foes forbad, 
A ſhelter from the howling ſtorm / 


Blow, blow ye keen, ye ruthleſs winds, 
Ye livid light'nings dart around! 
While terror freezes guilty minds, 
And conſcience owns the cureleſs wound. 


Here can I view, unchill'd with dread, 
The lofty aiſle and ſhad'wy dome ; 

The turrets, tottering o'er the dead ; 
The long-drawn monumental gloom ! 


Where, ſtill, without one holy rite, 
The hapleſs BzxTHA's form ſhall ſleep! 


While bluſhing z160vr ſhrinks from light, $ 


And MELANCHOLY, hides to weep. 


With surzxsrrriox gliding round, - 
A thouſand ghaſtly ſhades ſhall gleam; 

While o'er the dew beſprinkled ground 

Steals the faint moon's retiring Seam! 
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| Yet, hither ſhall the zzp-2rEAST bring, 
; The lily, and the paleſt roſe ; 
And all the faireſt flow'rs of ſpring, 


To dreſs her bed long repoſe. 
Oh! gentle Imp! no wand rer rude 
Shall bid thee from theſe ruins flee; 


Bleſt miſtrel of this ſolitude ! 
Still ſhalt thou fing——ro SOLACE ME, . 


I had ſcarcely finiſhed theſe ſtanzas, when 
Miſs Warton came haftily toward the chapel, 
and informed me that Mr. Percival had juſt 
ſent word to Madame St. Bruno, that he 
ſhould do himſelf © the honour” of waiting on 
her in half an hour, to take leave, as it was 
his intention to depart at day-break for 
Italy. I was forry to hear this intelligence: | 
a ſtrange fooliſh palpitation of my heart made 
me bluſh when I turned my eyes towards the 
farm-houfe where he had lodged ever ſince 
he received his wound. Belinda was laviſh 
of her praiſes ; ſhe ſpoke with delight of his 
handſome perſon, and till more rapturouſly 
of his graceful manners. For the r time 
in my life I was really diſpleaſed with her: I 
| | had 


„ DW , 


but to me, 
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had not power to confels the juſtice of her 
panegyric ; ſomething like ſhame chained my 


tongue; yet why I know not, for heaven can | 


bear witneſs to the innocence of my heart. 


At nine o'clock he came; he bowed re- 


ſpectfully to Madame St. Bruno, on entering 
our Parloir, but his eyes were inſtantly fixed 


on me fo ſteadfaſtly, and with ſuch a mourn- 


ful expreſſion, that I knew not how to conceal 
my confuſion. His forehead ſtill retained 
the ſcar left by his barbarous aſſailants. I 


confeſs that a tear obtruded on my ſight, 


when I recollected the extreme danger he 
had eſcaped. | 


After all the common-place compliments 


uſed on ſuch occaſions, he retired towards 


the door; I think, reluctantly. His air was 
penſive and melancholy, his voice inarticu- 


late; he was barely polite to Madame St 


Bruno, — even rudely inattentive to Belinda. 


alas I dare not deſcribe 
vor. I, = Bis 
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his manner; it was all faſcinating, gratifying, 
dangerous, and impreſſive !— his eyes be- 
trayed a million ſenſations, which language 
never could have revealed. He ſtood for a 
moment as if trying to recolle& ſomething ; 
then, recovering from his reveric,——darted 
acroſs the ous gan; Madame St. Bruno, 
(who is the beſt bred woman in the world,) 
accompanied him to the outward gate, which 
had a ſtrong heavy bolt; Mr. Percival en- 
deavoured to open it; I involuntarily ſtepped 
forward to aſſiſt him; as I directed my hand 
towards the door——he preſſed it eagerly.— 
I no longer ſaw my companions, the 
world receded from my eyes,—and I was 
only awakened from my ſtupor by the thun- 
dering noiſe of the great gate Shut 
between me and the moſt amiable of Beings— 


I" gr ever J— 


H, e faid ſomething about writing to us. I 
imperfectly recolle& the promiſe, — and 
Hope he will not farget it. 


J wiſh 
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| I wiſh Belinda would ever mention his 
Adieu my dear Sophia, | 
Ever ſincerely yours, q 


LAURA FITZ-OWIN. 


* 
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LETTER XX. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE. 


— 


Geneva, June 179 


| HENRY 's e himſelf again! I have been 
confined with a wounded head for ſome 
days paſt, in the neighbourhood of Lauſanne, 
but I am now flying poſt with a wor/e malady, 

a wounded heart! * 


Tell me not of WaLIER's Sacchariſa, 
Pxrior's Chlce, or PETR &cn's Laura! Tell 
me not of La belle Gabrielle, or the roſe- 
lip'd Roſamond ! Mine is the only Roſa Mundi! 
Mine is alone © the true Arabian bird!“ 
there is nothing upon earth handſome except 
LAURA FiTz-OwEN ?——All other women 


| appear 
6 
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| 
appear like dragons, harpies, and baſiliſks, : 
when I think of my Laura, I ſaw this lovely | j 
creature, for the firſt time, in the preſence of | 
Madame St. Bruno, (who is every thing that q 
is amiable and reſpectable,) and a Miſs | 4 
Warton. My adorable couſin is all grace, 
ſenſibility, and diffidence ;. of the moſt nymph- | 


like form, with a countenance which ſeems 
the expreſſive herald of her ſpotleſs mind. 
But methinks I hear you fay; © ceaſe: thy 
ravings, and de/cribe, friend Henry, deſcribe.” 
Know then, ſhe 1s tall, exquiſitely formed, 
with a profuſion of beautiful auburn hair 
her eyes, I think I now ſee them, luſtrous as 
the ſapphire, but of the darkeſt blue, with 
« fringed curtains,” half concealing (as if in 
pity to weak mortals) the ſhafts that lurk 
beneath them! Her noſe more beautiful 
1 than that of the Parian Venus; her mouth a 
cabinet of orient pearls, breathing odours, and 
adorned with „ dimpled ſmiles.” Oh 


. Colville! my deſcription would make a 
lo, ſhe has ſuch an inexhauſtible ſtore of 
beauty! : | 
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I ſhall find little difficulty in giving a very 
exact picture of her conceited companion, 
Miſs Warton: I need only ſay that ſhe is 
the contraſt of Laura Fitz-Owen; a very 
moppet, compoſed of languiſbing leers, ſighs, 
oglings, and affeed innocence, Laura ſeems 
delighted with her converſation, of which 7 
was not permitted to judge, for the ſweet, 
myſterious damſel, with her head reclining 

upon her ſhoulder, and the moſt ſingularly 
expreſſive fare 1 ever ſaw innocence exhibit, 
obſerved the moſt ſentimental ſilence during 
the whole time that I remained in her ſo- 


But J muſt fly from the enchanting Laura, 

1 muſt, I will forget this phexix! A miſt 
ſeems to hang over the face of nature, ſince I 
have loſt ſight of the grey battlements of 
Laura's convent. | 


J write this while my thrice night-capped 
Poſtillion is lighting his pipe and ſtepping 
- iuto 


VVV 
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into his boots: he adviſed me to ſleep here, 
but I told him, that 

« I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and die ” 


The emphatic manner in which I pronounced 
this quotation from our divine Bard, led him 


to believe (for to my honeſt conductor I _ 


might have ſpoken Greek with equal ſucceſs) 
that I was offended at his counſel, for, 
ſhrugging up his ſhoulders, and mounting 
his roffinante, he ſaid, © Allons Monſieur comme 


il vous plaira,” then turning to the bowing 
Boniface at the door, continued, © ces diables 


des * ne font jamais contents !”' 


But why am 1 trifling thus ? Am I not 


flying from! dare not return to a ſubject 
which I ought to,. muſt forget. 
Farewell, 
Tours, 


HENRY PERCIVAL 


ES LETTER 
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LETTER XXI. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 
TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, Tune 179 — 


OUR letter of kind advice arrived too 
late; I had ſeen my amiable couſin, 
| and, alas taken, perhaps, my final 
leave of him. 5 | 


He is now in Italy, admiring and admired. 
The women of that country are, I am told, 
exquiſitely handſome ;—1 am ſorry for it 
yet why ſhould heir beauty intereſt me? 
Why ſhould I fear their being lovely in the 
eyes of Henry Percival? But I cannot help 
writing to you ail I feel, all I hope, all J 


_ 
He 


\ 
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He has been gone three days, and Ma- 
dame St. Bruno has not yet heard from 
him! He begged her permiſſion to vrite, 
and to communicate the progreſs of his 
journey. | 


Madame St. Bruno is a woman of noble 
family ;—her relatives reſide at Vienna, 
where they hold the higheſt ſituations about 
the Court. — Her life of celibacy is the reſult 
of choice: ſhe was early in youth betrothed 
to an officer of great merit, and illuſtrious 

extraction; he was a native of France, and 
killege, in the German wars. Madame St. 
Bruno, to avoid a: marriage propoſed by her 
parents, determined to fly for refuge to-mo- 
naſtic tranquillity. At the age of: twenty=. 
five ſhe took the veil, and has by progreſſive 
ſteps arrived at the honour of being- Abeſs: 
of our convent. She has none of the 
pedantry of devotion, though every: action 
beſpeaks the moſt conſcientious rectitude, 
and by her unaffected poliſhed manners, you 
would ſuppoſe. her till the moſt brilliant 
ornament of the gayeſt court in Europe. 
Es Ehave. 
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I have covered the rude reſting ies of 

my dear BERTHA with turf and moſs, and 
planted round it all the ſweeteſt flowers that 
this climate produces : there do I every even- 
ing, at ſun- ſet, weep over my reſary, and pour 
forth a thouſand oriſons for the ſoul of 1 its 
mouldering inhabitant. 


No news yet Gin Hewry mee! r 
Adieu, dear Sophia, 
Yours ever moſt truly, 


LAURA FITZ-OWER. 


3 wj wy am wa au 
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LETTER XXII. 


© HENRY PERCIVAL, 


To SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE. 


Milan, June 179. 


FT ER leaving the convent, and my 
charming Laura, I little cared what 
became of me.— The moſt unaccountable 
apathy ſeized all my faculties, and I began to 
think that there was witchcraft in the very 
climate! I wrote you a few lines from Ge- 
neva, and then threw myſelf into my car- 
riage, moſt perfectly at the mercy of my 
growling poſtilion—equally indifferent whe- 
ther I was travelling to the gay regions of 
| melodious Italy, or haſtening to deſtruction, 
amidſt the eternal ſnows of Mont Blanc !— 
— ES With 
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With this torpor, or faſcination, or apathy, or 
whatever you pleaſe to call it, I purſued my 
journey, till I arrived within a few miles of 
the Alps. 


te Sacre bleu!” was the pious ejaculation 
that awakened me from my reverie, juſt in 
time to experience the uncomfortable ſenſa- 
tion of my carriage over ſetting at the bottom 
of a moſt tremendous mountain. © Hallo! 
cried I,. Par-di, vous pouviez bien crit! 
Hol a,” anſwered my aſtoniſhed guide, while 
he lay rolling on the ground, with his 7bree 
vight-caps fallen from his head, and his legs 
in a perpendicular direction. Ma foi Mon- 
eur, vous eft fi impatient por «© Impatient, 
Bete, exclaimed I;” © have I not had the 
forbearance of a faint, to fit here at: your 
mercy ? and am I not likely to remain here 
all night, owing to my reliance on you? — 
Monſieur, vous eſt encore fache contre moi! 
ſtill laying on the ground, © a/tendez atlen- 
dea, tout ira bin dans une inſtaut; yet J per- 
ceived. no chance of any effort on his part; 

therefore 


4 4 


SHRINE OF BERTHA. 83 


therefore I began to unfaſten the harneſs, (or 
rather the cordage,) that enthralled the miſe- 
rable animals. At length, with ſome diffi- 
culty, my intoxicated, and any companion, 
for my ſervant was gone forward to order 
| freſh horſes, quitted his horizontal poſition, 
and after diſengaging himſelf from his enor- 
mous boots, ſet down quietly. on a bank to 
regale himſelf with a pinch of. ſnuff ; then, 
gathering up the fragments of his broken 
pipe, he exclaimed, with a ſignificant ſhrug,. 
« Patience! All this time my carriage lay 
with the floor towards the ſky.! Night ap- 
proached, and we had yet a ſtupendous 
mountain to paſs over. I could with infinite 
ſatisfaction have demoliſhed the lean, lazy 
varlet, who, with all the /ang froid imagin- 
able, drawing out his ſmoking apparatus, be- 
gan to repleniſh the miſerable remnant of his 
pipe, which had eſcaped the cataſtrophe.— 
Thus, almoſt driven to deſpair, and ſeeing 
no proſpect of repoſe for that night, I was. 
ſuddenly relieved by the ſight of an Engliſh 
- poſt-chaiſe ; and, to my great joy, I. in- 
0 N | ſtantly 
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ſtantly recognized my old acquaintance Sir 
Robert Little worth. Never was the faying, 
that © a friend in need is a friend indecd! 
more completely verified than in the preſent 


| Inſtance. My guide nom became wonder- 


fully diligent, and on ſeeing me open the door 
of Sir Robert's chaife, exclaimed, with in- 
finite conſternation, © ef moi  Monfieur 2.— 
By this time Sir Robert's fervants, and the 
two poſtillions who drove him, had replaced 


my ſhattered conveyance on its proper equi- 


hbrium. Alon s Monfiear, tout oft pret ” 
ſaid he, with the moſt zealous alacrity.— 
« No, no, Maos ami,” anſwered J, “ you 
may follow at your lexture ; ; I ſhall 3388887 
with this gentleman.” | 


My nn furpriſed at our delay, now 
came haſtening towards us. I committed 
my chaiſe and luggage to his care, and m_ 
ſued my route with Sir Robert. 


We found it impoſſible to travel many 


leagues that nigbt; the road was as rugged 
- >: as 
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as a ſtone quarry ; and, though the poſt-houſe 
was ſcarcely four miles diſtant, we were more 
than two hours in reaching it. 


It was near midnight when we arrived. A 
flaming hearth, bon vin, and a pretty payſanne 
for our attendant, were faſcinations too pow- 
erful for Littleworth to withftand. © Per- 
cival,” faid he, © We lodge here this night 
by all that's delicious.” | was not forry to 
hear the propoſition, when I recollected my 
recent misfortune. 


In a few minutes Nanette ſpread a clean 
coarle cloth, over a board, which he called 
a !able, and which ſhe luxuriouſly decorated 
with a ſmoking poxlarde, an omelet, and a moſt 
exquiſite ſallad To theſe ſhe added a bot- 
tle of good Burgundy, and another of Vin 
Bourdeaux. 


I believe, had not the convent been imprint- 
ed on my ſbatiered brain, I ſhould have mad 
a moſt delightful meal! Naunetie was as 

5 pretty 
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pretty as a neat ſmall figure, a clear dark 
complexion, fine teeth, and two dazzling 
black eyes could make her! But ſhe had 
none of the vivacity ſo peculiar to her coun- 
trywomen. © What is the matter, Nannette,” 
ſaid Littleworth, “that you look ſo ſad ?— 
Have you loſt your love?” Oui, Monſieur ; 
he is gone to Florence, to live with a young 
Italian marquis, and I fear. I ſhall zever ſee 
him again,” ſaid the, with a ſigh, that would 


have kindled a flame in a boſom of ada 


— 


« Will you go with me, and ſeek him ?” 
reſumed Littleworth. 


e Avec plaiſir, Monſicur; for I have. no 
reaſon to remain here any longer; my mo- 
ther died three days ſince, and my father in- 
law is very unkind to me; he is more out of 
humour than ever, on account of the acci- 


dent which happened while he was, driving 


Nou this evening; but I hope you are not 
angry,” darting her fine ſparkling eyes upon 
_ 
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me. Had I not ſo recently left Laura Fiiz- 
Owen, I will honeſtly confeſs I ſhould have 
felt their brilliancy ; which was not loſt upon 
Sir Robert, who made ample amends for my 
apparent apathy. 


Nannette told us all her hiſtory; and an 
intereſting one it was, as far as penury and 
ſimplicity could make it. © She ſhall go with 
| us, by Jupiter, ſaid Littleworth ; “ the em- 
belliſnments of faſhion will render her tres pi- 
quante; and I ſhall ſwear, on my return to 
England, that the is a Swri/s marquiſe, who 
has left an illuſtrious family to follow my 
fortunes.” 


« Will you go Nanette?” ſaid I, © and 
leave your poor father without a companion?“ 
| «© Ab! mon dieu, non,” replied ſhe, haſtily ; 
while a torrent of tears evinced the tender- 
neſs of her heart. 


Poor Nannetie if ſome of our courtly 
dames had baff her ſenſibility, and ſimplicity 
| | 4 
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of ſoul, the verieſt libertine would become 
their proſelyte; and the eloquence of feeling 


would triumph over the moſt unprincipled 


opinions. 


Sir Robert, on the following day, with 
great reluctance, relinquiſned his plan of tak- 
ing Nannette with him. As we ſtepped into 


the carriage, after at leaſt a dozen * bon voy- 


ages,” with the moſt perfect naiveté,.— 
cc Meſieurs,” ſaid ſhe, © when you arrive at 
Florence, have the goodneſs to tell Pierre 
Mortange, that Nannette is alive, and as con- 
fant as ever—that ſhe waits for his return 
with impatience, and thinks of nothing but 


him all the day long.” 


The poſtillion, with his vile clacking whip, 
prevented my ſaying, © Sweet ſimple off- 


ſpring of nature ] bow fhell I find thy Pierre 


Mertange, in ſuch a city as Florence? 


The interruption was, perhaps, a ſortu- 
nate one; for there are ſituations, in which, 
to 
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to enlighten the mind, is to render it 
wretched. 


On we went; Sir Robert as thoughtleſs as 
ever; and your friend Henry, © zriſte comme 
un bonnet de nuit!“ 


Apropos ſuppoſe by this time you are 
doʒing over my long letter; therefore I con- 
clude it, by wiſhing you the moſt agreeable 
reveries. 


- Bon Soir, 


BENRY PERCIVAL, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXIII. "7 


SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE,. 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL. 


| Charleton Priory, Fune 179-. 


HE comes ! and Bleſſed are the deaf!“ 
Whither ſhall I fly from that ſcream- 
ing pea- ben, Lady Cavil? A few evenings 
ſince, before I returned from Newbury, where 
I had dined, ſhe arrived, with her moveable 
maſquerade warehouſe. This woman haunts 
me like © the foul fiend!” I don't know 
which is the moſt tireſome, the hoifrous ten- 
dreſſe of Lady Cavil, or the romantic rage 
Courtney has taken for Sophia Cleveland, 
her Eleve, who is really a very pretty good 
humoured IM 
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humoured little girl, and will have a large 

fortune; but while ſne is guarded by that deſ- 

perate dragon, I fear ſhe is in danger of ſign- 
ing §pinſter for ſome time to come. 


As Lady Cavil ſtays here for the remain- 


der of the ſummer, my ſojourn will not be of 


long duration. 


Our proſpe& is rather leſs dreary than it 
was, on account of the arrival of Lord and 
Lady Moreland and Miſs Winterton. The 


Peer is a perfect Lord Ogleby—married to 


the daughter of a rich merchant in Crutched- 
Friars—a woman who did not require the re- 
commendation of fifty thouſand pounds, to 
render her truly faſcinating. She really is de- 
ſerving of a more amiable companion, than 
her green-eyed monſter of an huſband. Do not 
ſuppoſe, by my admiration of the wife, and 
unfavourable, though juff, character of her 


lively lord, that I have entruſted my liberty 
to the blind urchin whom you obey ; at leaſt, 
if I have, Lady Moreland is not the 9 


Jett of my paſſion. 


Alae! 
22 
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Alas! who can behold Mi Lucretia 
Winterton with indifference ? Of whoſe 
majeſtic and moſt unpliant form, *tis impoſ- 


ſible to give you a more perfect idea, than by 
referring you to Hogarth's admirable picture 
of Morning, with the o maid going to 
church! Now for a deſcription of my he- 
roine—ſhe 20 is fall, reſembling a may- 
pole in every thing, except its blooming ap- 


pendages! She too has © a profuſion of 


beautiful hair, which I dare fay ſhe will ex- 
hibit—when ſhe unpacks her luggage! Her 
eyes are alſo like gems ; but I am rather afraid 


they incline more to the emerald than the 


ſapphire ! She has the bloom of Hehe ! but 
it has unfortunately miſtaken its. natural reſi- 
dence, and fixed _ her zo/e,.inſtead of her 


cheek! 


Nothing can be more ſtriking than the con- 
traſt between this formal faſcinating maiden of 
forty-five, and Lady Cavil; though they have 
only been acquainted ſince the arrival of the 
former at the Priory, they already en- 
tertain 
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tertain the moſt marked hatred for each 


other. 


Lady Cavil always propoſes Caſino on Sun- 
day evenings ! when Miſs Lucretia is imme- 
| diately ſeized with her ſymptomatic reſtleſs- 
neſs, and, riſing from her chair, generally 
takes a book, to avoid being requeſted to 
participate in, what ſhe calls, “profane 
amuſement,” While the tables are prepar- 
ing, deep groans, and contemptuous glances, 
introduce the prelude to our entertainment; 
and finally, when the cards are opened, ſhe 


darts out of the room, ſaying at the door, 


« I ſhall quit this manſion of abomination, 
| while T am ſafe;” and after ordering her 
Chaiſe to be got ready, and her fhawle and 
calaſh to be fetched, is, not without many 
entreaties on the part of Sir Hervey, per- 
ſuaded to return and amuſe herſelf with knoz- 
ling or cutting paper, till ſupper is announced; 


immediately after which, Lady Cavil propoſes. 


a glee, as Lady Moreland and Sophia ſing 


remarkably 
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remarkably well. This generally drives the 

lovely Lucretia into a fit of frenzy, till 
Courtney ſootlis her, by declaring (for ſhe is 
extremely deaf) that we are chaunting the 
loyal chorus of © God ſave the King,” in 
which ſhe imagines that ſhe bears a part, 
while we are ſinging, * Come live with me, 
and be my love !” Hg 


But to baniſh this dry ſubject, for a more 
agreeable one, let me aſk, and at the ſame 
time acquaint you that-I expect to be in- 
formed with candour, who this amiable con 
is, that has ſo completely faſcinated your 
mind, as to inſpire it with ſuch fervent admi- 
ration ? I confeſs I ſhould be infinitely amuſed 
to ſee Henry Percival in love! for J think 
that muſt be, of all things in the world, the 
moſt ridiculous ! though you are not the only 
Engliſhman who has departed from this coun- 
try a perfect Lothario, and returned a com- 


plete Benedict. 1855 | 4 
Write | 
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Write to me very ſoon, and let me hear 
that you have got another broken bead, vor the 
Poet lays, | 


« Migfortunes ſerve to make us uiſe.“ 
Farewell! Your's, 


F, COLVILLE, 


vol. 1. F LETTER 
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LETTER XXIV. 


THE HON. HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO MADAME ST, BRUNO. 


Verona, July 17 "39 
MADAM, 


Take the earlieſt opportunity to expreſs 
my gratitude for the innumerable civilities 
which I experienced from you, and my lovely 
- couſin, when my indulgent ſtars directed my 
feet towards your manſion of virtue and re- 
poſe - where the revolving ſeaſons are mark- 
ed with the conſcious delight of mental ſe- 
renity ! | 


Be ed. Madam, that while I am pur- 
ſuing my journey, the molt intereſting ob- 
| 4 ects 
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jects glide unheeded before me, for my mind, 
abſorbed, and my fancy delighted, hovers 
round the romantic pile of which you are the 
exemplary guardian. 


I reflect with horror on the dreary moun- 
tains which I have paſſed, when I call to my 
remembrance the fplendour of the varying 
and luxuriant landſcape, which encircles Lau- 
ſanne. Florence is a ſuperb city—its faſ- 
cinations are inconceivable ! But I will not 
attempt to exert my feeble talent for deſcrip- 
tion, to one who is herſelf bleſſed with every 
acquirement that courtly magnificence, or 
the majeſty of mind, can beſtow ! 


May I, my dear Madam, flatter myſelf 
with the hope, that you will employ your fair 
friend, Miſs Fitz-Owen, (for I dare not ſup- 
poſe that you would condeſcend to waſte your 
precious moments in anſwering me,) to ac- 
knowledge the receipt of my letter, and to 
give me favourable tidings of your health. 


F 2 I ſhall, 
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I ſhall, de tems en tems, intrude on your 
goodneſs, and entreat that you will accept 
(with my moſt affectionate regard to my 
lovely couſin) the reſpectful devoirs of, 
Madam, 
Your very obedient, 
Humble ſervant, 


HENRY PERCIVAL. 
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LETTER XXV. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


Verona, July 179. 


Vobò tax. me as formally as though you 
ſuppoſed that I were really in love. I 
aſſure you I cannot flatter myſelf with the 
idea that I poſſeſs ſo much virtue. You aſk, 
« who, and what this amiable coufin is? As 
to who ſhe 1s, I can inform you no further, 
than that I was taught to underſtand, that I 
had a very beautiful, but diſtant relation, in 
a convent at Lauſanne, I bat ſhe is, my 
heart well knows, and I have before deſcrib- 
ed ! but take notice, I am yet ee. I have 


no Lucretia Wintertons to ſeduce my lenſcs. 
1 | No 
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Ne—— believe me I can laugh to ſcorn the 
menaces of your little blind monarch. |] 
have —— but J will not ex- 


patiate on the ſubject at preſent—for © no 


diſguiſe can conceal love, where it 7s ; nor 


feign it, where it is net!“ And in my opinion, 


where we cannot fight with honour to our- 


ſelves, there is ſome merit in making a cre- 
ditable reireat. 


Your's, 


H. PERCIVAL, 


LETTER 
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LETTER xxvi. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


a — > — 
X 22 
ow, thy > 


Lauſame, July 179. : 


Letter has at length arrived from Henry, 
He is at Florence, that gay and luxu- 
rious city. He will doubtleſs find infinite 
ſources of amuſement—ſuch as will entirely 
obliterate from his memory the monaſtic 
ſhades in which J find little delight, except 
that which proceeds from ruminating on his 
perfeftions, Would to heaven I had never 
ſeen him. I ſhould like to know how long 
he remains in Italy; and by what route he re- 
turns to England. | 


A 
22 


— r 


Belinda 


F 4 
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Belinda Warton is, I believe, more than 
half captivated by the graces of Henry Per- 
i cival! She talks of nothing elſe. I wiſh 
7 that ſhe would not torment me with her non- 
ſenſical partiality. This is the firſt inſtance 
in which I ever found her confidence un- 
pleaſing; but it appears to me ſo childiſh, 
ſo ridiculous, to fall in love at fir/# fighr ; fo 
like the heroine of a romance, and ſo oppoſite | 
to the rules of good ſenſe and reaſon, that 1 
am almoſt angry with her for diſplaying ſuch 
a ſymptom. | 


—_—_—_—  RGC_"_ ed |_| S+<# 


Amiable Henry! my #700 charming cou- 
fin! I have read his ſhort letter an hundred 
times; *tis full of traits, characteriſtic of 
his poliſhed mind. I hope he will write again 

eon; and wiſh that the laws of propriety 
would authorize my anſwering his letter ; but 
my reſpected monitreſs, Madame St. Bruno, 
ſays, I cannot ſo far overſtep the bounds of 
decorum, | 


Has 
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* Has Lord Litchfield yet thought of any 
alliance for Henry? I ſuppoſe he looks 
forward to rank and fortune, I am ſure 
he deſerves every bleſſing that either can 


beſtow. 


I ſtill pay my evening viſits to the old cha- 
pel, which I have named the SHRINE OF 
BERTHA. A dear enchanting nightingale has 
built its neſt near the ſpot, and there, at the 
approach of every twilight, © It's ſad ſong 
mourneth well.” The flowers. I planted, 
ſpring up every day, and the ivy that hangs 
in woven cluſters, extends its canopy to 
preſerve their opening beauties. 


| You cannot imagine how many pleaſing 
melancholy hours I paſs at my favourite 
ſhrine. I fly thither the moment thoſe al- 
lotted to ſtudy are elapſed, and employ the 
reſt of the evening within the walls of my 
retreat. Belinda ſometimes aſſiſts me in the 
pious office of decorating the turf, We have 


entirely removed the fragments, and Etienne 
F 5 has 
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has heaped them in the form of a ſquare, as 
a bulwark to guard its treaſure from vulgar 
moleſtation. *Tis aſtoniſhing to ſee how beau- 
tifully romantic the ruin is become, and how 
neatly we have arranged the lowly grave of 
the unfortunate Bertha. I have once ſoli- 
cited Madame St. Bruno to viſit it, but ſhe 


declined the invitation with a torrent of tears ! 


I have entreared all the elder nuns, particu- 
larly Claudine Laval, my greateſt favourite, 
to give me the hiſtory of her, whoſe remains 
intereſt me ſo deeply ; but they ſay nothing 
more, than that ſhe was a penſioner at the con- 
vent, and for ſome unknown reaſon deſtroyed 
herſelf by poiſon! She was wonderfully 
beautiful, young and accompliſhed, of a me- 
lancholy diſpoſition, delicate frame, and ok a 


too ſenſible turn of mind. 


I often contemplate the miniature preſent- 
ed to me by Madame St. Bruno. Nobody 
here can tell whom 1t was intended to repre- 
ſent; and probably that ſecret ever will 
tranſpire, 


Summer 


SHRINE OF BERTHA. 107 


Summer is now far advanced. 1 begin to 


reflect how I ſhall preſerve my hallowed 


ſerine from the blaſts and fury of tempeſtuous 


ſkies. I ſhall grieve to relinquiſh my hours 


of meditation. I muſt contrive ſome me- 
thod to encloſe the ſpot *till the next ſpring. 


- 46 There ſhall the morn her earlieſt tears beſtow, 
« There the firſt roſes of the year ſhall blow.“ 


How different are your occupations from 
mine! While you are ſmiling in the brilliant 
aſſembly, 7 am chaunting holy ſongs—while 
you are fancying a maſquerade dreſs, I am 
muſing over the green ſod, which conceals 
the duſt of the ill-fated Bertha !—while 


« 'The ſun with parting rays 
« Gilds the long graſs, that hides her ſilent bed!” 


Alas! Sophia, I cannot reſtrain my tears, 
when I reflect, that the forin which once 
poſleſſed youth, beauty, and ſenſibility, lies 
freezing beneath my feet, in the long, Jong 
night of oblivion ! What does it mean ? 


W. bat is this ſleep of death ? | 
F 6 I I fall 
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I ſhall write again in a poſt or two. 


Adieu! dear Sophia. Believe me 
Your very ſincere and 
affectionate friend, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXVII. 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL. 


Charlton Priory, July I79-, 


SST END thy propenſity to ridicule, 
and liſten, perhaps for the laſt time, to 
the deſpair of thy frienc. 


Yes, Henry, but I do not repine 
indeed I do not I am proud of my chains 
hen I reflect how few are worthy to 
wear them to wear the for Sophia 
Cleveland ! | 


Talk not of Laura Fitz-Owen—ſhe is an 
ethiope to my Sophia, Mine did I fay? No, 
Henry 
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Henry — no, ſhe is not my Sophia Sir Fran- 
cis Colville is the happy mortal for whom ſhe 
waſtes the midnight hour in tears. She is 
under the influence of Lady Cavil—he is rich! 
—he is noble but he ſhall repent the 
hour, wherein he became the rival of 
Courtney. 


Write to me ſoon—very ſoon, I conjure 
you. If I am yet among the © ſons of men,” 
I will anſwer thee—if I am © food for worms,” 
Colville can tell my ſtory. 


„ 4 


Farewell! 


ED. COURTNEY, 


LETTER 


— 
— 
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LETTER XXVIII. 
EDWARD COURTNEY, 
TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


July 179. 


AY every event in life prove as fa- 


vourable to thy wiſhes, too, too lovely 


Sophia, as that which will releaſe thee from 
the perſecutions of thy wretched Courtney. 
Yet, I conjure you, ſuffer not the recollec- 
tion of my misfortunes to © fade like the 
baſeleſs fabric of a viſion;” for, remember, 
Madam, it 1s for your ſake I covet eternal 
reſt—and meet it with rapture. 2 


Keep this letter and when I am mould- 
ering in * long and laſt abode,” 


5 


if your 
eyes ſhould glance over its contents, reflect 
on the obedient ſubmiſſion, and unfortunate 
paſſion, of | 

EDWARD COURTNEY. 
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LETTER XXIX. 


SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


' TO HENRY PERCIVAL. 


Charleton Priory, July 17 9- 


HE moſt ridiculous adventure has 
occured that ever embelliſhed the an- 
nals of chivalry. 


Yeſterday morning, ere I had riſen from 
my piliow, I received a challenge from 
the meek, the ſentimental Courtney! When 
J had recovered from my aſtoniſhment at ſo 
ſtrange and unexpected a breakfaſt, I enquired 
for this enraged Hannibal, My ſervant in- 
formed me that Mr. Courtney had quitted 


the Priory at a and was (he be- 
lieved) 


SHRINE OF BERTHA 281 


lieved) gone to London ; but that he had 
left the note for me, and a meſſage, that he 
ſhould return the next morning before ſeven 
o'clock. After heſitating for ſome moments, 
whether I ſhould treat the buſineſs as a 
badinage, or ſit down ſeriouſly to ſettle my 
woridly affairs, I determined, like a reaſon- 
able fellow, to await his arrival, and demand 
an explanation—of his myſterious conduct. 


At ſeven o'clock my formidable antagoniſt 
arrived, accompanied by one of thoſe people 
who calmly retire to a reſpectful diſtance, and 
look on (while we are ſhot at,) under the title 
of FRIEND ! 


On being informed of Courtney's arrival, 

I went to him immediately : at my approach 
his eyes flaſhed fire, and © each particular 
| hair” ſeeming “ to ſtand on end,” he roſe, 
and with a voice almoſt ſuffocated with rage, 
yet affecting great calmneſs, enquired if I had 
received his note, I anſwered in the affir- 
mative, Then, Sir,” ſaid he, © words are 
_ ſuperfluous; 
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ſuperfluous ; I am ready to attend you.” | 
then aſked him, © if pens, piſtols, or words 
were to be the inſtruments of deſtruction ?” 
I confeſs, Henry, I had not the ſmalleſt in- 
clination to annihilate this /acred character 
Vain were the efforts to tranquillize his 
perturbed ſpirit; and as he was reſolved to 
be pinked, or to receive the addition of an 
_ ounce of lead to his moſt romantic brain! 1 
followed him; we took our ground ; and 
as it was to indulge his caprice I went thither, 
I even requeſted him to take the jr/# ſhot; 
upon which his raving fit returned !—he 
faid that iriffing with his deſpair was an ad- 
ditional inſult, We then drew lots, and the 
honourable privilege of Man Slaughter devolv- 
ed upon My. Courtney—he fired and 
J thank my ſtars, I am here to relate the ad- 
venture! Upon receiving his ſhot, I dil- 
charged my piſtol in the air. 


When the danger was over our friends drew 
round us, as the dramatis Perſonæ arrange 


themſelves in battle array at the end of an 
£7 old 
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old comedy, each * himſelf the Hero 
of the Piece. 


] was, at the time that I ventured my 

precious exiſtence, ignorant of the crime for 

which the world of faſhion was to loſs its 
brighteſt ornament ! 


I find that jealouſy was the cauſe of Court- 
ney's reſentment, and of Sophia Cleveland, 
for whom I ſhould as ſoon tink of entering 
the ts as for the Corfican Fairy, or a Vir- 
ginia Nightiugale ! No, no, Harry, the ſen- 
timental ſublimity of Miſs Cleveland is per- 
fectly adapted to the groteſque gallantry of 
her deſpairing Courtney ! to whom I beg 
leave to reſign all my pretenſions ! 


. I expect to ſee, in all the newſpapers, the 
moſt laughable account, of our ſanguinary 
rencontre 


ce Laſt week a duel was fought between 
Sir FZ C——, Bart. and the Rev. Mr. 
C—; After the zſual ceremony of firing 

X an 
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in—the air! had taken place, the affair was 
amicably adjuſted, very much to the honour 
of both parties! l—” 


We are not gothic enough to fight up to 
the knees in water, like thoſe renowned heroes 
Bruce and Sackville ; no, we poliſhed youths 
of the eighteenth century find it quite ſuf- 
ficient to encounter one element at a time. 


But hold—-if I expatiate any further upon 
our dread exploit the ballad of Chevy Chace” 
will become a mere ari#t/e to the modern 


ditty of Courtney and Colville! Adieu. 


Yours truly, 


FRANCTS COLVILLE, 


" "LETTER 
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LETTER XXX. 


LAURA FIT ZZz-OwWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, July 1 79- 


Y deareſt friend, I now experience 
what I have often heard is the 
oreateſt delight this ſublunary ſtate be- 


ſtows, the felicity of unbounded confidence, 


the ſoothing intercourſe of friendſbip, nouriſn- 
ed by time, and ſanctioned by conviction, 
I begin to doubt the ſincerity of Belinda 
Warton; I have no conſolation left but that 
which I hope for in your ſympathizing 
ne | 


You 
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You will from this melancholy preface 
expect ſome intelligence of importance to my 
happineſs——Dare I open my palpitating 
heart? Dare I reveal its inmoſt thoughts? 
Dare I avow to the gay, the thoughtleſs 
Sophia, that all its hopes, all its fears, all its 
ſentiments throng round the image of Henry 


Percival! 


Blame not my folly, perſuade me not to 
relinquiſh the 7 idea that renders life ſup- 


portable: 


I have no motive for this confeſſion, no 


bope of ever again beholding him ; yet may 1 


not be permitted to admire him in ſilence ? 
and lament that fate which ſeparates me from 


him, perhaps —for ever 


| The ſolitude in which I am condemned to 
ſlumber through the reſt of my days, might 
have been marked with that zorpid reſignation 


| which is nearly allied to, repgſe; but I have 


beheld 
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1 be eld Henry Percival, and - every proſ- 


pect of tranquillity is vaniſhed, 


Yet the mind which has been cultivated 
under the obſerving eye of Madame St. 
Bruno cannot fall into an error, it cannot 
8 cheriſh an idle romantic paſſion, 


& TI have examined my own heart, and dare 
truſt its purity ; I have ruminated in ſilence, 
and without a bluſh, on my attachment to 
the met amiable of men. The reſult of my 
reſearches is a full and diſpaſſionate convic- 
TO he is moſt worthy, of my affections. 


 AfaBtions | ! what am 45 writing? 
Orpban, a ſtranger to my origin, a dependent 
upon the bounty of a diſtant relation; with- 
| out fortune, without rank, without attractions 
to claim the notice of ſuch an object. 


Oh! Sophia, I am cheriſhing a poiſon in 
my heart which will deſtroy its vital ſource, 


4144 | 
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and extinguiſh all the rays of hope that gliſ- 
tened on my paths of peace and ſolitude ! 


In eſs than a year I ſhall attain the age of 
twenty-one; I ſhall ben know the ſecret of 
my birth, and the proſpects of my future 
exiſtence, Madame St Bruno often men- 
tions that period with tearful eyes, and never 
without charging me to prepare for an event 
moſt ſeriouſly intereſting. She takes infinite 
Pains to alienate my thoughts from the plea- 

ſures of this life, and recommends the cul- 
tivation of hopes beyond the grave. What 
can ſhe mean ? I think this monaſtic 
ſecluſion———is not to be—eternal! I am 
not, I trußt, a deſtined victim to the ſuper- . 
ſtiticus glooms of religious rigour—there was 
a time—and that not long. ſince, when I might 
have borne ſuch an idea with patience ;— 
but hen] had not ſeen——1 had not 
converſed with Henry Percival. 
Oh ! beauteous, unfortunate BERRTHA ! I now 
more than ever ſympathize with thy ſhade, 
and wherever it wanders, envy its releaſe 
1 from 


from miſery: happy ſhould I be to ſhare thy 
moſs-clad ſepulchre. 


„ The world forgetting, by the world forgot.“ 


I am aſhamed to meet our venerable Con- 
feſſor ; the ſanctity of Pere Leonard would in- 
flict the ſevereſt penance on my fault ;—is it 
a fault to admire to adore a deſerving 
| obje&t if it is, ——[ fear I ſhall—zever 
cc aſe to be culpable! 


Adieu, 
; My dear Sophia, 
T. Ever affectionately your's, 


LAURA FETZ-OWEN. - 


. G 1 LETTER 
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LETTER XXXI. 


SIMON GALLIARD, 
TO THE REV. Mb. COURTNEY. 
Litchjield Abbey, July 179-, 
Revered Sur, 


AM honoured with my Lady's demands to 
referm you how much ſhe was appriſed 


and deſended at a perſon of your clarified pro- 


feſſion, ſuming to devolve yourſelf in a diſ- 
pute, expreſily when you know how my 
Lady's delicate inſtitution will be arranged on 
account of her extreme /e/itude for your 
welfare. The news of your fight brought 
on an acceſſion of hiſtorical fits, from whom 


ſhe is not yet diſcovered. 


; She 
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She further Beguęſts your emergent return to 
Litchfield Abbey, or that you will %ig. 
your ſituation as her domęſtical chaplain, 


Jam, 
Sur, 
Your moſt obliging, 
Humble Sarvant, 


SIMON GALLIARD, 


„ LETTER 
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LETTER XXXII. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, July I 7 9- 


LA vie neſt qu'un Songe] are we not then 

permitted to anticipate ſuch proſpects 
as will contribute to our happineſs? Are we 
not authorized in cheriſhing thoſe delightful 
phantoms that ſometimes gild our ſhort ſlum- 
bering hours of exiſtence? Heaven knows 
they ſeldom viſit the feeling heart; and when 
they do, they bring with them ſuch ſurpriſe, 
that before we are familiar with their charms 
they are vaniſhed. 


Few are my pleaſures, and thoſe of ſo 
melancholy a nature, that none will envy 
| them. 
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them. TI often endeavour to amuſe myſelf 
with thoſe purſuits by cuſtom adapted to the 
female mind. I have a little knowledge of 
painting in miniature, and you ſhall one day 
or other ſee the likeneſs I have finiſhed of my 
couſin, | 


Often do I contemplate it with a mournful 
ſatisfaction, I have been at the farm-houſe 
where Henry lodged ; I have een the cham- 
ber where he was confined ;—I examined 
every corner of it. A ſmall table, with a 
looking glaſs, ſtood before the little caſement: 
here, thought I, did he behold with indif- 
ference, thoſe features which awaken every 
other heart to the tendereſt intereſt, 


| I opened the window to fee if it com- 
manded a view of our convent, and the bluſh. 
of conſcious pleaſure ruſhed over my cheek 
when I plainly diſtinguiſhed the window of 


my apartment. Fancy, for a moment, 


bade me believe that he had not beheld ſuch 
an object without emotion; not recollecting 


G3 that 


226 © SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


that it was impoſſible for him to knozo in what 
part of the building 7 ſlept. ——I ſhut the 
caſement, but Oh! Sophia, how ſhall [ 
_ deſcribe my ſenſations when I perceived, on 
its fmall pane, the following words written 
with a diamond. 


&« ] fwear eternal fidelity to my adored 
Laura Fa. Owen.” H. P. 


I would have, given all I poſſeſſec to have 
obtained that liitle pane of glaſs. I did not 
dare break it, leſt I ſhould do it awkwardly, 
and deface the /entence, While I was con- 
ſidering how to act, Belinda arrived — 
*« I watched you acroſs the fields,” ſaid ſhe, 
« from my chamber window. What ro- 
mantic nonſenſe brings you here ? Is your 
beau couſin returned, or are you contem- 
plating the dear miſerable apartment where 
he repoſed ſo often?“ She uttered this with 
a farcaſtic ſmile, that wounded me to the 
ſoul ; but all my attention was employed in 


keeping her from obſerving the pane. She 
perceived 


— CY — 19 


tales To 
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perceived my anxiety, and pulling me away, 
ſaid, © Laura, what is there to be ſeen ſo 
curious that you wie ſuffer me to ap- 
proach the caſement? Oh] here I have it; 
very tender indeed I ſuppoſe Mr. Percival 
wrote his vows upon this F rilile compoſition 
to ſhew that they may be eaſily broken,” 1 was 
mortified to the heart's core. © Very likely,” 
ſaid I, endeavouring to {mile I never ſaw any 
thing /o ridiculous.” © Let us break it,” faid 
Belinda, „Madame St. Bruno would be very 
much diſpleaſed, I aſſure you, if ſhe heard of 
ſuch a thing ; and ſhe often comes here to ſee 
old Tereſe.” She lifted her hand, I fhrieked, 
I know not why. © Pray don't, Belinda,” 
ſaid I, © J have a diamond at the convent, 
which Madame St. Bruno gave me, it will 
cut the glaſs, and we will come and ſteal it 
to-morrow.” © Nonſenſe, never mind break - 
ing it,” replied ſhe, © I will pay old Tereſe 
for the pane ;” and taking up the bolt which 
lay upon the window, ſhe ſhattered it into 
fifty pieces. | 


G 4 1 could 
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I could ſcarcely ſupport myſelf. I thought 
I ſhould have fainted. Belinda called Tereſe, 
and apologized for the accident by giving her 
ſome ſilver: to me ſhe made no excuſe, though 
J was the moſt mortified by the event. 


All the way home I could ſcarcely ſup- 
preſs my tears. Belinda, though ſhe has the 
beſt heart in the world, ſeemed to enjoy my 
agitation, while by her childiſh vivacity and 
fooliſh remarks ſhe almoſt provoked me to 

anger. | 


At ſeven o'clock the next morning I 
ſtole out of the convent, and flew to the 
farm : on my ſearching among the flowers 
beneath the window, I found all the gear 
precious fragments, and have ſo arranged 
them as be able to read the whole ſentence, 
which J do an hundred times a day. 


I ſhall 
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I ſhall go again in ſearch of any treaſure 
that may bear the name of Henry. 


% Oh! name for ever ſad, for ever dear; 
« Still breathed in ſighs, ſtill uſher'd with a tear,” 


Adieu my Sophia, 
Your's faithfully, 


LAURA N ITZ-OWEN. 


6 5 LETTER 
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LETTER XXXIII. 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL. 


Charleton Priory, July 17 9-. 


AM convinced, for the firſt time in my lite, 
that I have been to blame. My ſuſpi- 
cions were groundleſs, and, I fear, I appeared 


perfectly ridiculous. 


I have received a mandate to return to 

Litchfield Abbey; but as it was conveyed to 
me by a third perſon, I ſhall anſwer the ſum- 
mons by the moſt ſovereign contempt. Mrs, 
Percival is now on a viſit to Lady Littlefigure 
at Sans Sixſous, where J ſhould be accountcd 
a moſt ſuperfluous animal, Pharoah and bis 


200 
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boſt are the only ſacred characters admitted to 
the honour of a ſitting in hat community. 


I have not yet ſeen Sophia. I am impa- 
tient to meet her once more—and yer, 
I wiſh to protract the interview, for I am 
conſcious of having injured her, by my un- 
juſt ſuſpicions. Would it not be better to 
quit this place? by which means I ſhould, 
perhaps, recover my wandering ſenſes, and 
appeale the anger of Mrs. Percival. 


Ves am reſolved, ——T will fly from 
ſlavery - from — but I muſt 
write to her once more. I will reproach her 


for her inhumanity, and then bid the ungrate- 


ful girl adieu for ever / 
Your's, 


E. COURTNEY, 
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* . 


LETTER XXXIV. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, July 179-. 


Courier yeſterday arrived at Lauſanne, 
with the intelligence that an earthquake 
has been ſeverely felt in the vicinity of Na- 
ples. Oh! Sophia, Percival is there — per- 
haps he has periſhed ! I am alarmed moſt ſe- 
riouſly—I am afflicted beyond expreſſion! 


J know not how I ſhall obtain authentic in- 
formation. There 1s little doubt of the dread- 
ful fact; but the extent of its miſchief is not 
yet aſcertained. I ſhall not wiſh to live, if 
my Henry is 70 more. My Henry—Nno— 

he never will be mine. So bleſt, ſo mild a 
4 fate, 
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fate, will never be that of your unfortunate 
friend. 


— 


Oh! Henry, could you examine my heart, 
while it is agonized with fear and tenderneſs— 
could you but know the ſighs, the tears, I 
offer up to heaven, for your . you would 
pity me. 
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The SuEPRERD Boy, on yonder MOUNTAIN's creſt 
Chaunts his rude carol, to the morning gale ; 
Or marks, with tranquil eye, and thoughtleſs breaſt, 
Pale twilzght's ſhadows ſealing o'er the vale. 


But 1, alas! unconſcious of repoſe, | 

Count the long tedious hours, with many a ſigh 5 
While my ſad heart no tender ſolace knows, 

Save the fond hope, to ſee THEE once,—and pit, 


Oh! Henzy! when this fading roxu ſhall freeze, 
Beneath the hallowed turf for ever laid; 
While o'er my boſom moans the midnight breeze, 
Say, wilt thou drop one tear, —to ſoothe my ſhade : 
Some WEALTHY MA1D, thy darling BRIDE ſhall be; 
I'LL boaſt che prouder bliſs /—to vis rox Tues ! 


I conjure you to be ſecret in regard to 
whatever write, for ſnould this unaccount- 
able 
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able weakneſs of mind be known to Henry 
Percival, — even were it poſſible that he would 
offer me his hand, with the ſanction of his 
friends, I would ot receive it! No! So- 
phia; Laura Fitz-Owen can never conde- 
ſcend to accept that heart, which is not the 
voluntary offering of its poſſeſſor. 


My delicacy ſhrinks at the bare idea.— 
Adieu! I am overwhelmed with appre- 


henſion. 


Your's, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN., 


LETTER 
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| 


THE SAME TO THE SAME. 


Lauſanne, July 179-, 


Y palpitating heart is releaſed from its 

painful ſtate of ſuſpenſe. We have 
We another letter from Henry he is, 
thank heaven, ſafe and happy ! 


The earthquake was not productive of any 
very dreadful calamity; but the alarm has 
driven almoſt every Engliſh family from 
Naples. | 


The want of ſociety (for Engliſhmen only 
travel to aſſociate with their own countrymen, 
wherever 
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wherever they can meet them) will probably 


haſten my couſin's departure. I hope he will 
return by Lauſanne. - 


Madame St. Bruno has ſeveral times re- 
marked a change in my manner ; and often 
ſeriouſly queſtions me about the ſtate of my 
mind. I do not know that I am more me- 
lancholy than uſual. Perhaps my conſtant 
viſits to the ſhrine, render me penſive, and 
give me the appearance of mournful inquie- 
tude. No other circumſtance can produce 
ſuch an effect. 2 


Madame St. Bruno has ame idea of ſo- 


liciting permiſſion to remove from Lauſanne 


to Germany, ker native country. The ab- 
beſs of a convent near Vienna lately died, 


and great intereſt will probably obtain the 


ſituation for our amiable ſuperior. The order 
is that of the Saint Eſprit, the higheſt in our 


religion, and only allowed to zhoſe who are of 


illuſtrious families. I ſhall certainly accom- 


pany her, though I ſhall almoſt break my 
heart 
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heart at leaving the aſhes of my beloved 
BERTHA. 
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This affair intereſts the whole convent, 
All the ſiſters ſuffer the moſt poignant diſ- 
treſs at the idea of her quitting them. She 
is the very beſt of women; her mind is the 
picture of what her perſon muſt have been; 
every thing that 1s lovely and intereſting !— 
She is yet only in her forty-fifth year, and 
ſill very beautiful. Though ſhe ſeems to be 

the only perſon unconſcious of her attractions, 
they are acknowledged by every one—they are 


beheld with affectionate adoration by, 
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LETTER XXXVI. 


* 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


Charleten Pricry, Auguſt 17 9-. 


DEAREST LAURA, 


| 5 E br 

Y ſpirits are ſo agitated, that I can bu 
ſcarcely proceed to give you an ac-M © 

count of the laſt three days occurrences. 104 
| ou 


Yeſterday morning, while I was pre par- ha 
ing to accompany Lady Moreland to our fa- Ml r«f 
vourite hermitage, Mr. Courtney's ſervant Ml ch; 
brought me the note I encloſe, ſaying, that ¶ anc 
his maſter had commanded him to deliver it fair 


himſelf into my own hands. The ſingularity 
of 


* 
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of receiving an epiſtle with ſuch ambiguous 


injunctions, made me heſitate whether I ought 


to open it ; when Lady Moreland good hu- 
mouredly ſmiling, ſaid, „ Take it, Miſs 
Cleveland—pray don't mind ne- am very 
ajſcreet when entruſted with a ſecret.” I re- 


plied, that I was not conſcious of any ſecret 


Mr. Courtney could pofſibly have with me; 
but that if ſhe would excuſe my attending 
her, I would when ſhe returned gratify her 
curioſity. 


I retired to my chamber with my letter; 
but before I could break the ſeal, Lady Cavil 
burſt open the door, and with all the ſymp- 
toms of frenzy exclaimed, © There, Mi! 
zow IT hope you are ſatisfied; they are gone 


out to fight, and in all probability you will 


have enough to reproach yourſelf for, for the 
reſt of your life! then throwing herſelf into a 
chair, ſhe appeared almoſt breathleſs with rage 
and fatigue. I apprehended that ſhe would 
faint, and my anxiety on her account rouſed 


my 
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my torped ſenſes from the ſtupor of furpric 
and — 


I endeavoured to perſuade Lady Cavil to 
calm her troubled ſpirits, and await with pa- 
tience the reſult of their meeting. I was 
anſwered only by the moſt unworthy epithets, 
ſuch as monſter ! wretch ! barbarian ! and 1 
thouſand others too ſhocking for me to repeat; 
though I am ſorry to fay, that they ſeemed 
perfectly familiar to Lady Cavil, whom 1 had 
never before ſeen in ſuch a paroxyſm of 


frenzy. 


In this dreadful ſtate of uncertainty did! 
remain for four hours, when I ſaw from my 
window, returning, Lord Moreland, Sir Her- 
vey Wentworth, and Sir Francis Colville— 
but no one eſe !——I had juſt ſtrength ſufff- 
cient to reel towards the bell, yet, before! 
could reach it, I fell ſenſeleſs to the ground, 
How long I remained in this ſituation | 


cannot tell, but when : recovered, I per- 
ceived 
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ceived that my raving companion had quitted 
me, and conſigned me to the care of the old 
houſekeeper, whom, I now remember, want- 
ed me to ſwallow what ſhe called « ſome of 
maſter's fine ſpirits,” ſaying, that it was alt 


| over now, and as the gemmen were parted, no- 
| thing worſe could happen. Then I ventured 


to enquire if either was wounded. © No, 


| no,” anſwered my honeſt old attendant, 


« they beant none on em hburted—why, lord 
bleſs'ey, 1 dares to ſay, they only went out for 
a bit of a frolic, to ſcare the ladies; beſides, 
Muſter Courtney be gone away to London.“ 


I was ſo overjoyed to hear of Courtney's 
ſafety, that her harangue ſoon became tire- 
ſome and intruding. I told her that 1 was 
much better, and, after thanking her for her 
afiduity, requeſted that ſhe would ſuffer me 
to reſt till the evening. 


I ſhould like to know why Courtney has 
quitted the Priory ſo abruptly, and without 
taking leave of the family. 


Oh! 
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Oh! my deareſt Laura, I once flattered 


myſelf with the hope, that J might, in your 


| bliſsful habitation of humble virtue, forget 


the world and its viciſſitudes. But I fear, 


that even to the peaceful ſanctuary of the ill. 


fated BERTHA, my misfortunes would purſue 
me. 


Adieu, my dear friend. Believe me yours 
moſt affectionately, 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


Courtney is this inſtant returned ! J cannot 
conceive the cauſe of all this myſtery ! 


LETTER 


eſc⸗ 
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LETTER XXXVII ö 


EDWARD COURTNEY, | j 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL, | i 


Reading, Auguſt, 179-. 


LEFT Charleton this morning—applaud 


my reſolution—congratulate me on 229 
eſcape from ſlavery. | 1 | | 


Your's, 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 
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LETTER XXXVIII. 


THE SAME TO THE SAME. 


Priiry, 


DEAR HENRY, 


: I Thought it more prudent to return to the 
Priory, than ſubmit quietly to Colville, 
and ſuffer him to triumph in the idea of hav- 
ing driven me away; beſides, I recollected 
that I had not taken leave of Sophia, 


Adieu! I know 5 wilt commend my 
wiſdom i in returning to * my enemy. 


ing, 

Your's, ; - Wenct 

| | | to r 
EDWARD COURTNEY, | 

S brea, 

. ve 


LETTER 
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| 

LETTER XXXEIZ. - 4 
HENRY PERCIVAL, [ 

TO EDWARD COURTNEY. | ; il 
Florence, Auguſt 179. id 

Really believe that my mother will write 9 


me letters of advice from the other ſide 


de S9x7 1 wiſn, my dear Courtney, that | 
Jou would bribe good Doctor Feaſable to | 
fy that writing is bad for the health, | 
ö You have no idea what a diſappointment 
it is, when I call for my letters in the morn- A 
ing, expecting ſome tender billet from my l 
enchanting partner of the laſt night's Hino, | 
to receive a long tedious ſcrawl of advice, | 
preaching about virtue, morality, and œco- | 
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nomy ; © things, that to hear them named 
have made me tremble ;” but I ſuppoſe thofe 
- amiable old <irgins are the enlivening inmate; 
of Litchfield Abbey——1I mean during the 
ſummer months - for when my mother re- 
turns to Cavendiſh- Square, for the winter,! 
believe © My lady's not at home, would be 
the only ſalutation they would receive. Mrs, 
Percival informs me in all her letters, that] 
ſhall be as © rich, as I am virtuous.” Alas! 
moſt worthy Chaplain, what a dreary projpe? 
lies before me 


But to efface the melancholy impreſſion 
this doleful ſubject has made upon my mind, 
I muſt relate to you an adventure, which, 
though laughable at the time, was nearly pro- 
ductive of a very ſerious misfortune. 


After dining with Sir Robert Littleworth, 

I confeſs we were rather too liberal in our 
ſacrifices to the roy god; and, in this mirth- 
ful mood, did we ſally forth into the ſtreet, 
reſolving to attack the firſt quiz we ſhoull 
encounter; 


) 


9 


5 
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encounter ; but finding nothing worthy the 
attention of ſuch preux chevaliers, we agreed 
to try what amuſement could be procured at 


the Opera. 


On entering the lobby, Sir Robert ex- 


claimed, * this-is elyſium, by Jupiter!“ then 
turning to me, aſked if I dared © queer St. 
Peter? But before I had time to anſwer, I 
ſaw my inebriated companion ſpring over the 


bar where the money was received, and 


throwing a pinch of ſnuff into the eyes of the 
aſtoniſhed door-keeper, with one hand, with 
the other he ſnatched his well powdered 
perrucca off his head ; then ſwinging it round 
his own, exclaimed, © 7his is the manner in 


which we pay in England, my old genius.“ 


Ill-fated perrucca ! thy misfortunes did not 
terminate here; for © thereby hangs a tale!“ 
Alas! while he was ſwinging it in all direc- 


tions, ſcattering around a cloud of powder, 


it flipped from his unſteady hand and flew, as 
it to ſeek protection from the «© pitileſs 
ſtorm,” againſt its twin brother, which was 

H 2 | tuen 
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then adorning the ſcientific ſconce of a grave 
old phyſician, who, I obſerved, was alſo at- 
tempting to ſhoot the bar, though in a more 
quiet way—chacun a ſa fagon—as though he 
hadi a preſſentiment of the diſgrace which would 
befall his black velvet ſuit. This unlucky 
coalition of caxons, excited univerſal enter- 
tainment. I began, however, to think it un- 
fair that the honeſt old door-keeper ſhould 
loſe his gala wig by our frolic ; but in ſtoop- 
ing to recover it, I % my equilibrium, and 
meaſured my length on the ground. Still 
unwilling to relinquiſh my purſuit, I conti- 
nued my ſearch, and ſeizing the ermined pan- 
toufle of an ancient Italian iluſtriſſima, ex- 
claimed, < have found it; then raiſing my- 
felf on my knees, inſtantly produced the pre- 
cious trophy! A roar of laughter echoed 
through the lobby, while the ſable ſon of 
Eſculapius conveyed his lovely partner in mis- 
fortune to her carriage, both exclaiming,— 
with one accord, —“ che beſtia Ingleſe !” | 
believe I ſhall quit Florence as ſoon as poſſi- 
ble; for I find, that mia cara marchefi has 

the 
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the power of inflifting a mortal wound - not 
with the arrow of the blind ſon of the Pa- 
pbian divinity, but with the fiilletto of a ſharp- 
febted Florentine birbone. 


Farewell ! 
Your's, 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 
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LETTER XL. 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 


TO THE HON. HENRY PERCIVAL: 


Charleton Priory, Au gut 179 


1 determined to put a period to this 
wretched anxiety of mind. I adore 
Sophia Cleveland, and ſhe ſhall know it. 
Tis even better to deſpair, than to linger out 
an age of miſcrable uncertainty. 


It is her conſtant cuſtom to paſs an hour 
every morning at the Hermitage, near the 
Lake. She eri arrives before nine. I 
ſhall leave a letter there to-morrow morning. 
As I do not mean to expreſs her name in the 
ſuperſcription, if it falls into unhallowed 
: hands, it can be Fa of no ill conſe- 
res, 
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quences. Oh! Percival, death is mercy to 
the criminal who 1s condemned. We look 
forward with delight to the laſt ſad proſpect, 
and the ſooner the ſcene of deſpair is termi- 
nated, the better. 2, | | 


I know you will laugh at me; but I had 
rather become the object of your ridiculè than 
your pity; and ſince I have reſolution to brave 
my danger, I truſt a ſmall portion of it will 
remain, to enable me to endure the worſt that 
may happen. Farewell! Wiſh me ſucceſs, 


Your's faithfully, 


EDWARD COURTNEY. 


H 4 LETTER 
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LETTER XIII. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


nn» R ft Ft RVÞQR_BD© _ K 8 8 pr — 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, Auguſt 17 9-, 


VERY event which nearly concerns my 
dear Sophia deeply intereſts me; and 

J truſt the certainty that I am ready to par- 
ticipate your pains and pleaſures, will diminiſh 
the one, and augment the other. The 
SUPREME, When he ordained this probationary 
ſcene for mortals, for purpoſes unknown, 
ſtrewed its paths with fowers and thorns al- 
ternately, but he gave us the never-failing 
balm of friendſhip to heighten the enjoyments 
of his bleſſings, and to heal the miſeries of 
| his 


% you, a — 


— 
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his ſeverity ! I lament that you ſhould have 
been the cauſe, though the innocent one, , of 


an event ſo ſerious as that you mention. 
But I blame the miſguided petulancy of Mr. 
Courtney, who ought to have known you 
better than to have ſuſpected you were ca- 
pable of encouraging a rival. I ſhuddered 
when I proceeded in reading your letter: a 
duel is to me the moſt unnatural, ferocious, 
and outrageous act that is ſanctioned by the 
laws of ſociety; and when we conſider how 
often, by the mere trifling neglect of childiſh 
etiquette, whole families are left ro mourn out 


a long and painful ſcene of regret, owning to 


the miſtaken ſenſations of an irritable mind, 
I am almoſt tempted to rank duelling in the 
lift of unpardonable offences. 


I often think of Henry Percival, and trem- 
ble leſt any ill ſhould befall him in the coun- 
try where he. is waſting a valuable exiſtence ; 
for, after all, Italy has but few ſources of 
improvement, except to the Virtu fo or Cog- 


noſcenti, in Muſic or Painting: 1 do not be- 
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leve my couſin travels for either of he 
objects. The pleaſures of Italy are ſuch as 
will corrupt his open honeſt heart ; and by 
the conſtant ſcenes of deception before him, 
he will become ſuſpicious for ever after. — 
My adorable Madame St. Bruno has inſpired 
my mind with this 1dea,—I wiſh I dared com- 
municate it to Henry. , 


We have only received two letters from 
him. Alas! he is more delightfully em- 
ployed than in thinking of our poor monaſtery, 


I know not why, but Madame St. Bruno 


is lately more attentive to me than ever; 


though ſhe has always loved me with the 


tenderneſs of a mother ; but now ſhe trears me 


as a friend and companion. She is no longer 


rigid reſpecting my hours of ſecluſion, or 
application to ſtudy. By this means I am 
afforded many opportunities of viſiting the 
SHRINE of BERTHa, and I am eager to em- 
brace them, for the approach of winter will 
oblige me to diminiſh my devotions : Yes, 

= 1. I may 
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I may ſay fervent devotions for I have wept 
and poured forth many a more ſincere prayer 
for her than ever I did for ef. I am at- 
tached to the ſpot by the moſt extraordinary 
inſtin& ; and when I leave it, I reſign every 
conſoling hope till I again return. Tis very 
 fngular that in the holyday of youth my heart 
ſhould indulge itſelf in the moſt profound 
melancholy ! I think I could paſs all my days 
in the gloom of my preſent habitation with 
pleaſure if there did not exiſt -an 
Henry Percival! Again returning to the ſame 
object Sophia I bluſh at my own weak- 
neſs, —T entreat you to forget it: but if I 
ceaſe to make him the ſubject of my letters 
they will be dull and unintereſting. I cannot 
write, I cannot think of any other being. 
What malignant ſtar prompted Mrs. Percival 
to make him the bearer of her letter? I with 
the happy could be content with their lot, 
without endeavouring to call forth the mourn- 
ful reflections of the unfortunate, Why was 
I nurſed in this dreadful obſcurity if it was 


nt to be perpetual? The gleam of delight 
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have for a moment enjoyed is like the ſur. 
beam darting through the iron lattice of a 
dungeon, to awaken the wretch whoſe eyes 
were accuſtomed to darkneſs, and who wanted 
not its luſtre to mock his afflictions. 


Adieu, my dear Sophia, 


Your's affectionately, 


LAURA FIT :Z-OWEN. 


S . a 9 my hy OB) Hr 
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LETTER XIII. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


Rome, Augiſt 179 
MY DEAR COLVILLE, 


E have been entertained with a moſt 
charming earthquake at Naples--- 

But as I had no inclnation to become an 
addition to the curioſities of an Fercnlnnem, 
I thought it moſt prudent to make a preci- 
pitate retreat. I fear I ſhould not appear to 
advantage when dug out of ruins an hundred 
years hence, with ancient non deſcript vgſes 
and verdegreaſed farthings ; neither ſhould I 
derive any conſolation from the preſſ eus of 
my poor bones decorating the ſhelf of an 
antiquarian, carefully hoarded in a—modern 
antique urn of Derbyſhire pelrefatiion. 
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All the Engliſh have quitted Naples; each 
Mi Lor Anglois ſuppoſing that even the 
earthquake would reſpect his noble, and by 


viſiting him firſt, allow him precedency over 


all other nations! Tis impoſſible to per- 
ſuade my conſequential countrymen that we 
are all earth alike ; for they fancy that there 


is as much difference in the compound of 


human clay as between a brown Jug and a jar 
of Seve Porcelaine. 


a> 


In fix months more the term of my baniſh- 
ment will be completed, when I ſhall return 
to England, (not much wiler than ] left it) 
to pay my reſpects to my mamma, and fhew 
my learning ! | | 


\\ 
'\ 


T was commanded to make the tour of Ger- 
many, bur I feel a ſtrange inclination to take 
a circular route, and once more to behold the 
beauties of Swi!zerland. I cannot return to 
England without again beholding my Laura. 
Oh! Colville, ſhe is too lovely @ flower to 
fade in the freezing boſom of monaſtic ſu- 
perſtition. 
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perſtition. Does not thy dull imagination 
prompt thee to make a pilgrimage to Lau- 


anne 2 


ſo far, for by heaven you ſhall not ſee her. 


Yet---don't trouble yourſelf to travel 


I 


will caution Madame St. Bruno againſt an 
| incendiary, who intends to burn her convent, 
and carry off the whole community of miſ- 


anthropic maidens ] 


Don't come, for if I hecr 


that ne Chevalier Colville, Anglois, is in the 
neighbourhood of Geneva, I ſhall fly from 
| Naples with a legion of Lazzeroni to way-lay 
| thee in the foreſt, and © Jap thee in Elyſium !“ 
| « Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſperate 

man,” for ſuch you wall find 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


 LEETER 
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LETTER XLII 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 


TO HENRY. PERCIVAL. 


Pricry, Auguſt 179- 


oy VO Lare my brows bound with vickori- 

ous wreaths” JT am wild — tranſ- 
ported beyond myſelf! read, read the en- 
cloſed copy, for I would not tranſmit the 
original to be maſter of the world. Read and 


envy the happy, happy 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XLIV. 
TO THE REV, z. COURTNEY, 


(Encloſed) 


= 


HE moſt fortunate event of my life was 


that which induced me to viſit the 


Hermitage this morning, where I found your 
letter directed To the faireft.” Yet my dear 
Courtney. Dear, what am I writing ? 
Yes—< fain would I dwell on form; fain, fain 
deny what I have ſpoke, but farewell com- 
pliment.” Yes, Courtney, you are dear to me; 
and I acknowledge it without a bluſh. Was 
it not imprudent to direct /o fully? Reflect 
on the impropriety of a young unmarried 


woman carrying on a clandeſtine correſpon- 


dence; be cautious, I conjure you. 
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Remember I am not a trifling, capricious 
fool—and will never be induced to beſtow 
my hand where my heart is not its companion, 
My fortune is your”s my fate is decided 
| but what are the adventitious gifts of 
wealth to a ſoul like tbine? My affections are 
free: they were, but alas ! they are /o 0 
longer! 


Avoid me in company; and I entreat you 
not to ſhock the delicacy of my feelings, by 
addreſſing me in my own name. I cannot re- 
linquiſh that propriety which has marked 
every action of my life, and which muſt be 
commendable in the opinion of a correct and 


ſenſible mind. ob 


Adieu amiable Courtney, - 


Remember thy th 


OPHELIA, Wi 


he 


LETTER 
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, LETTER XLV. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, Auguſt 17 9-. 


HAVE. intereſting news to tell you, my 
deareſt Sophia: Madame St. Bruno has 
obtained her promotion, and we ſhall, in 


three months, depart for Germany. She 


allows Belinda, Claudine Laval, (who came to 
the convent with her,) and myſelf, to be the 
companions of her journey. I look forward 
with ſatisfaction to the change of ſcene, for 


here every thing is become mournful and re- 


plete with dreadful preſentiments, 


p I ſhall 
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I ſhall feel a pang, notwithſtanding, whey 
I quit, for ever, the gloom in which I have 
been nurſed from my infancy. I ſhall, with 
regret, behold all the melancholy records of 
paft beurs, and heave a ſigh as I tread, for 
the /aft time, the hallowed cloyſters, worn by 
the footſteps of our ſacred ſiſterhood. 


But Oh! the Shrine of my poor Suicid'! Will x 
Shall I leave it expoſed to the rude hands of if c 
vulgar paſſengers? to the inclement ſeaſons 
to the eye of unfeeling curioſity ? Perhays 
her aſhes will be ſcattered to the winds ; alas! WH q 
all my nights and days will be wretched; Z 
fancy will preſent her eternally before mea 
I am chilled at the idea! If I were rich, 5 
would give the honeſt Elienne half my fortune ¶ te 
to watch over my dear favourite oy 0 
and 3 it from the baſe hand of viol Bil t 
tion. | k fe, 


Belinda Warton is grown more reſerve! 
than uſual; there is a cold complaiſance in 
her manner that freezes the warm ſoul of 
friendſhip 
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| friendſhip. I never mention Henry Percival 
| to her. We are leſs together than formerly; 


and there does not ſeem to be that conge- 
niality of ſentiment which, till lately, united 
us. If ſhe likes my couſin, ſhe is the moſt 
treacherous of beings, becauſe—ſhe knows that 


Ilie bim too. — But I fear my pen is 


the wing which ſeems to bear away my pru- 
dence; —it will ſoon tire, and rhy old aſſo- 
ciate will, I truſt, return to her ative home. 


You ſhall hear from me again before I 
quit Lauſanne. I wiſh my road lay towards 
England inſtead of Germany. Happy, happy 
are thoſe who hve in that land of genius and 
proſperity ! Alas] Sophia, we who are deſtined 
to wither in the miſty regions of ſuperſtition, 
only half exiſt !-—we gleam like pale meteors 
through the gloom of night,. and then are 


ſeen no more ! 


Adieu, ſincerely your's, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN., 


LETTER 
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LEITER LI. 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 


TO OPHELIA, 


Auguſt 179. 


OUR generous confidence in anſwering 

my letter, proves that the innocence of 

your ingenuous heart inſpires you to laugh at 
the affectation of overacted formality. Deareſt 
Ophelia, you are too nobly gifted by 
nature to adopt the mean and miſerable ſub- 
terfuge of art, while the undiſguiſed ſenti- 
ments of your mind ſhrink from the baſenchs 
of ſuſpicion. | : 


— ” go 


Moſt lovely ! moſt adored Ophelia, your 
injunctions foall be minutely obeyed, I will n 
with 
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with pleaſure acknowledge the name under 
which you have made me the happieft of mor- 
tals! I approve your caution, and will 
(if my heart will ſuffer me) treat you with 
indifference, I know your ſoft timidity would 
be overwhelmed if your name was made the 
ſubject of inſolent animadvertion : indeed 
for many reaſons /ecreſy will be 81/5 ! 


— 


] conjure you, continue to anſwer my let- 
ters. I ſhall leave them under the'//raw 


the ſcene of my Opheiia's meditations ; the 
delicious ſolitude where he dares, unſeen, 
perhaps breathe forth the name of 
—— Courtney, | 


Oh! tranſporting thought; I ſhall not be 
able to conceal my joy.—Do not be offend- 
ed, but ſuch is my romantic paſſion, that 1 
cannot ſuffer you to evince -the ſmalleſt at- 
tention towards another: even the trivial in- 
ſtances of grateful eſteem you ſhew towards 
the venerable Sir Henry make me almoſt hate 
him, while I envy his happineſs. 

7 85 | 5 4 


matiraſs in the Hermitage. Bleſſed hermitage ! 
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Alas ! Ophelia, we are not maſters of our. 
ſelves; you are all the world to me; and ! 
only exiſt -in the hope of receiving the full 
conviction, that you are not capable of hur- 


rying me to 42 3 


Beautiful Ophelia, believe me thine, and 
THINE ONLY, 


— 


EDWARD COURTNIY. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XLVI. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, Auguſt 1795 
VER Y ſucceeding day brings ſome new 


misfortune for your ſolitary friend, I 
fear that I bave forfeited the regard of our 
beloved monitreſs, Madame St. Bruno, my 
more than mother! She meets me with the 


| clouded brow of miſtruſt, and ſtudiouſly 
avoids all converſation with me, Perhaps 
ſhe is offended at the girliſh curioſity which 
induced us to moleſt the remains of the un- 
happy BERTHA! But then ſhe would avoid 

VOL, I, I | Belinda 
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Belinda a, who now ſeems to triumph in 


loſt. : 

Surely he- my friend—cannot be treache- 
rous he would not betray me! Yet, if ſhe 
were inclined, do I not know the rectitude 
of my ſoul? Have I a wiſh,—a thought,— 


which I do not communicate to Pere Leo. 


nard? Yes. I have never mentioned Henry 
Percival! For that 1 am culpable. 


But, Madame St. Bruno— l am perplexed 
and heart-wounded when I think of her diſ- 
pleaſure. Why is ſbe unkind to me? Why 
does ſhe ſhun my converſation, and exact a 
more rigid attention to ſtudy, than ſhe has 
lately done? Some unknown cauſe mult in- 
fluence her conduct. Perhaps ſhe has been 
informed of our adventure at the far m-houſe. 
. Belinda is not fo &a/e. I will 


not perſuade myſelf that e could deſcend to 

the deſpicable character of a tale bearer.— 

What have 1 done Another letter from 
Henty 


the poſſeſſion of that friendſhip, which I have 


— my 


ro 
ch 
re 
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| Henry is arrived—but I have not ſeen it! ko 
| Oh! moſt unkind, moſt cruel puniſhment, 


| If I could only Hear its contents, I would ſub- 


mit to ary penance Pere Leonard could 


| inflict, 


] am determined, if ſhe does not inform 
me of my crime, to throw myſelf at her 


feet, and entreat an explanation. Conſcious- 


of loving her more than any human being, 
except one,. -I cannot exiſt another day un- 


der her diſpleaſure. 


— — ——— —j̈— — 


——— 


— — 


I will not leave 
you in ſuſpenſe, by cloſing my letter. Per- 


haps to-morrow may produce ſome eclair- 


cſſement, I will ſoon reſume my pen. 
» * * * - 6 


Oh! Sophia, my miſery is complete ! T am 
robbed of the only conſolation my melan- 
choly life afforded. My miniature—ihe dear 
reſemblance of Henry Percival—with the frag- 
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ments of that hallowed pane, made ſacred by 


Does fate delight in augmenting my mi. 
ſeries, by depriving me of every little ſource 
of ſatisfaction? 


I remember locking my ſcrutoire; yet [ 
will not believe, that under 7his roof of ſanc 
tity and viriue, there exiſts a Being capable of 
uſing falſe means. I hope that whoever has c 
it, will preſerve it. I ſhould expire, if 1 y 
thought his image could be treated with neg- [ 
lect. Perhaps it 1s a frolic of Belinda's to n 
alarm me; yet ſhe knew not that I had ſuch f 


a portrait. r 


I may be miſtaken. I will fearcn i + 
again. | r: 


d SS SS S *® 


J did not find my treaſure ; but I found in 
its place a paper, containing this ſevere 


refroof. = 


cc Tye 
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« The delicate propriety which ought to mark 
every ation of a young woman's life, vill be 
violated, if Miſs Fitz-Owen perſeveres in her 
wifits 1 the farm of old Tereſe, The indulgence 
which ſhe has experienced under this roof, was 
a mark of that confidence, which ſhe muſt expect 
no longer,” 


Judge of my ſurpriſe, and my confuſion, 
wich was augmented by the abrupt entrance 
of Madame St. Bruno. Conſcious of my cw 
weakneſs, I trembled to meet her ſtern ard 
penetrating eyes. She ſtood for ſome mo- 
ments, without uttering a ſyllable, My burn- 
ing cheek was ſuffuſed with bluſhes, *till the 
recollection of her having meanly pilfered my 
little treaſures, during my abſence, awoke 


that reſentment, which inſpired me with cou- 


rage to encounter her reproaches. How- 
ever, ſhe uttered none; but in a calm and ſo- 
lemn voice, at the ſame time laying a paper 
on the table, deſired me to read it, adding, 


« Miſs Fitz-Owen, ye are the b2/ judge h 


1 far 
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far you are culpable; J ſhall expect your di. 
| Jence; and truſt it will be /uch, as will reſtore 
you to my efteem;”” then, bowing with grace. 
ful dignity, ſhe left me to form my own con- 
jectures. I opened the paper the follow. 
ing is an exact tranſcript of its contents. 


« A friend to Madame St. Bruno, and an 


admirer of the purity of her character, laments 


that ſhe ſhould be the dupe of one, to whom ſhe 
has ſhewn ſuch unremitting attentions. The clan- 
deſtine correſpondence which Miſs Fitz-Owen 


bolds with an Engliſh gentleman, whoſe letters 


are conſtantly left at the farm of old Tereſe de 
Bouvais, will caſt a ſtigma on the reputation if 
ber ſacred retreat, which has ever been cele- 
brated for the propriety, which has marked the 
conduct of its inhabitants.” 


Not conſcious of having deſerved ſuch an 
accuſation, I was haſtening to the ſtudy of 
Madame St. Bruno, when I met Belinda: 
Oh ! my friend,” ſaid I, taking her by the 
. hand, 
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ö hand, © there are malicious wretches in this 
| convent, and J am their v:7m.”.I told her the 
| ſtory, and ſhewed her Soth the papers. A 
| 2uſp of honeft indignation beſpoke her aſtoniſh- 
ment. She preſſed my hand in ſilent ſym- 
pathy. I requeſted her to accompany me to 
Madame St. Bruno, to aſſiſt me in diſcover- 
ing my enemy, and to witneſs my exculpa- 
tion. She adviſed me to defer ſuch an at- 
tempt, 'till the anger of our beloved abbeſs 
ſhould ſubſide ; but I was determined to aſ- 
ſert my innocence ; and notwithſtanding the 
entreaties, nay, almoſt ferce, of Belinda, to 
detain me, I immediately preſented myſelf 
before my offended monitreſs. 


I conjured her, on my knees, to aſſemble 
the whole community, in order that I might 
diſcover my enemy, and convince her of my 
reitude. 


Willing to give me every opportunity of 


exculpating myſelf, ſhe readily complied 
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with my requeſt, and in a few minutes Cle. 
dine Laval informed us that they were Wait. 
ing in the Refefoire. As I entered the apart. 
ment, the firſt perſon I obſerved was Pert 
Leonard, I would have given worlds, either 
that I had before confeſſed, or that (not hay. 
ing done ſo) I could have zvoided him at that 
moment. 


A ſolemn ſilence prevailed. 
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Madame St. Bruno took her ſeat in the | 
midſt of the circle, and, I believe, never did 
a tribunal appear more awful, L- 


The diſtreſſing ſituation in which I vas 
placed, ſo ſenſibly affected the feeling heart 
of my dear Belinda, that ſhe roſe to quit the 
room, but fainted in the arms of Claudine, 
She was immediately conveyed into the gar- 
den for air. When the confuſion which her 
ſudden indiſpoſition had occaſioned was ſub- 


ſided, Madame St. Bruno, with the moſt im- 
| preſſive 
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preſſive manner, deſired that c be perſcr who 
had coritten a letter to ber refpefting Miſs F'itz- 
Owen, would come forward and prove the juſtice 
of the accilſatien.“ Aſtoniſpment Jeerned to 
prevail in every mind! * Now, Madam,” 
ſad I, addreſſing. myſelf to our amiab.e ab- 
beſs, © ſuffer me to be my own acculer, and 
to confeſs how far I deſerve reproof. I moſt 
ſolemnly deny having received letters from 


any man whatever. *Tis true, I have often 
in my evening walks been tempted to call at 


the farm- houſe of Tereſe de Bouvais; but as I 
was always accompanied by Miſs Warton, I 


truſt I ſhall be n of any improper 
motive.“ 


Belinda, who had returned at the moment 


J was uttering the laſt ſentence, was over- 


whelmed with confuſion. I continued 
+ With regard to the picture of Mr. Perci- 


val,” ——< the picture of Mr. Percival!“ — 
exclaimed Madame St. Bruno, in the utmoſt 
5 conſter- 


entered, 
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conſternation, . 7 painted it, merely as a 
ſpecimen of my feeble talents,” 


Our beloved abbeſs made no reply, but 
ſhook her head, as a mark of her diſappro- 
bation. 


This aft filent reprocf wounded me more 


deeply than the /evereft ledture would have 


done. I could not reſtrain my tears, and 
therefore entreated permiſſion to retire. 


Madame St. Bruno followed me, and, to 
my infinite aſtoniſhment, kindly taking my 


hand, led me to her ſtudy. As ſoon as we 


— My amiable Laura,” ſaid ſhe, 
« the intereſt I take in every thing which con- 
cerns ycu, authorizes me ta expect that confi- 
dence which you ſeem to deny me. I will 

not offend your delicacy by any further com- 
ments upon the events of this day—yet my 
zealous withes for your eternal repoſe, prompt 


me to WOE; that Mr, Percival has made no 


impreſſion 
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impreſicn upon your mind.” diſdain a falje- 


| hood, and therefore made no anſwer. - 


« Allow me,” continued ſhe, © to / the 
miniature you have painted, and to have the 
gratification of /ending it to his mother. She 
will value it, as much for being a ſpecimen 
of your genius, as for any reſemblance it may 


bear to the original,” 


In vain did I ure her that it was Holen 
from my /crutcire. While I was endeavour- 
ing to convince her of the circumſtance, the 


bell rang for ve/pers. 


Never did I fly to my devotions with a more it 
Joyful heart. | J 
| til 


I embraced the earlieſt moment to quit the Mi 
chapel, and retired to my chamber to mourn 3 
for my loſs, and reflect on the myſterious 9 
events of the day. I will finiſh my letcer =—_ 
to-morrow. | 4 
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I have not yet ſeen Madame St. Bruno; 
and as the poſt departs this evening, I muſt 
cloſe my letter, or rather packet, with every 
wiſh that you may be happier than 


Your affectionate friend, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XLVII. 


# 
 SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


TO LAURA Plrz-OWEN. 


 Charleton Priory, Auguſt 17 9-. 
AM ſcarcely © in my proper mind.” You 


know, my deareſt Laura, that (though 
educated in @ convent,) I am far from ſuper- 
ſtitious, but-——the horrors I have lately 
witneſſed, have overcome my reſolution, — 
I ſhould condemn any body elſe for this weak= 
neſs, - but what I have ſeen, Iwill believe 


Know then (my blood freezes while 1 
repeat the tale) —laft night, after ſupper, 
ve amuſed ourſelves, till a very late hour, 


< 4 ſinging 
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ſinging catches and glees. Every one was 
in excellent ſpirits, except Lady Cavil, 
who .retired early, being indiſpoſed with a 
violent head-ach. 


When I had bound up my hair, and put 
on my night-cap, I recollected the ſituation 
of my friend, and wiſhing to ſee her once 
more, before I retired to reſt, I took up the 
lamp which was burning on the hearth, and 
gently ſtealing from my chamber, fearful of 
alarming the family, I proceeded along the 


gallery, with my eyes bent on the ground, 


dreading to encounter the ftern glances and 
pointing truncheons of the Wentworth's, ar- 
ranged in a formidable phalanx along the 


lofty walls. 


I 'was not a little ſurpriſed, on entering 
Lady Cavil's apartment, to find that ſhe was 
abſent. I reſolved, as it was then very late, 


to return to my chamber; when, as I paſſed 


the top of the great ſtair-caſe, my eyes were 
faſcinated by a faint gleam of light, reflected 


on 


\ 


bas If Av re 
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on the half ruſted breaſt- plates, which hung 


round the hall beneath; thinking that J heard 


the echo of footſteps, and concluding them 
to be Lady Cavil's, I proceeded down to the 
firſt landing place. 


Judge of my horror“ the time of night, 
together with the terror of the place,” 
when I beheld a figure in complete armour, 
gliding among the Lannered columns. I think 
I ſee at this moment the pale glare of the po- 
ſped fleet, as the phantom 


GN Preſs'd, —- 
% Mat ſeem'd its hand, upon what ſeem'd its breaſt / 


My involuntary ſhriek was anſwered by 
one ſtill more dreadful. To return along the 
gallery was impoſſible; neither could it be 


ſuppoſed that I would venture to advance. 


Thus I ſtood, like one petrified with diſmay; 
when I heard the moſt diſmal groans, pro- 
ceeding from the gothic ſcene of horror 
which, together with my ſcreams, had alarm- 
ed the family, Seeing ſeveral people enter 
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the hall, I ſummoned ſufficient courage to 
; venture down, where I found poor Lady Ca- 
N vil in violent convulſions. Doubtleſs e to 
| had feen the diſmal ſpeFre ; the very remem- 


| brance of which almoſt freezes my veins, 4 
; when I recolle& that I am now writing under ; 
! the fame roof ! t 
1 ; | | ii 
þ Oh! my deareſt Laura, I would not have 5 
1 to anſwer for the © foul and moſt unnatural Wh © 
. murder,” that can call the peaceful ſpirit from MW 8 
its manſion of repoſe, 

- To viſit thus the -Iimpſes of the on, I 
* Making night hideous?!” wn 
| of 


* 
ib 
1. 
8 
. 
5 
1 
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£ 
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Heaven knows the ſcene will deſtroy 
all my happineſs, while I remain at the 


Priory. 


This morning, when I went down to 
breakfaſt, though the ſun ſhone with daz- 
zling luſtre through the painted glaſs caſe- 
ments, I ſhuddered at the remembrance of 
laſt night ! 


You 
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You may laugh at my childiſh ſuperſtition 
you may ſay I was fancying or dream- 
ing but I moſt ſolemnly declare, if there 
is belief in woman, that what J have related, 
| I ſaw! Should you ſtill queſtion my vera- 
city, Lady Cavil can witneſs the fact ; 
though ſhe is delicately cautious of mention- 
ing the ſul ject, on account of the amiable 
Sir Hervey, who doubtleſs has often heard 
of the night-wanderings of His ſhadowy 


gueſt, 


Farewel-! my deareſt Laura: believe me, 
I envy you your undiſturbed retreat, where 
| the pure ſpirit can reſign the oppreſſive load 
| of grief, an reſt for ever! 


Your's moſt truly, 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Sir Hervey Wentworth intends to give 
a ſplendid fee in this bannered Hall. I 


win 
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wiſh I could perſuade Lady Cavil to quit the 
Priory before the period arrives: the remem. 
brance of its perturbed inhabitant will over: 
ſhadow all the luſtre of the ſcene, 


Adieu, adieu. 


LETTER 


* 


LETTER XLVIII. 


SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL, 


Priory, Auguſt 179 


H! the delights of Charleton Priory, 


and my lovely Northern N ightingale, 
the Plaintive Cavil! 
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Y 


Laſt evening, for three long hours, did 1 


liſten to the melting tones of her melodious 


voice; «© Oh! they came o'er my ear like 


the bleak north that roars upon the rugged 
thifile 


However, I was completely revenged 


for the many aching heads I had experienced 
on her account. 


I was 
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I was fo diſguſted with her ridiculous mix- 


ture of prudery and coqueiry, that] determined 
to aſcertain which was the predominant fail. 
ing. After conſidering in what manner! 
could laugh at the former, and expoſe the 
latter, I refolved to accompliſh my deſign 
by means of an ancnymons billet, of which the 
following is a copy :— 


© You can be at no loſs to diſcover 


cc 


the writer of this, too lovely, too unkind 
Lady Cavil; for I flatter myſelf that there 
is but one perſon on earth capable of 
eftimating your value. Oh! moſt amiabie 
of women, will you condeſcend to allow 
your flave the honour of ten minutes con- 
verſation this night, at twelve o'clock, in 
the Great Hall, after the family are retired 
to reſt? I have a circumſtance to com- 
municate to you, on which the happincß 
of my future exiſtence depends. If you 
refuſe, you never will know who was Ui 


writer of this letter,” 


J ſealed 
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I ſealed the Heroic billet, and taking advan- 
tage of Lady Cavil's abſence, on one of her 
iymphe like excurſions in the foreſt; J left it 
| on her Toilette, under the precious caſket 
| which contained the roſes and lilies of the 
| next day's conqueſt ; and then retired to 
| wait the arrival of the delightful moment 
| deſtined for the humiliation of my merry 
mourner. a 


entered the drawing- room, before any of 
the family were returned from their morning 
avocations. The firſt perſon who arrived 
was Lady Cavil; there was a /impering ſmile 
of conſcious triumph upon her cheek, which 
convinced me that my tender requeſt was too 
gratifying to her vanity not to be complied 


with, I began to repent my frolic, leſt ſhe 


ſhould ſuppoſe me ſerious. However, not 
ſuſpeciing me to be the deſpairing twain, ſhe 
directed all her artillery of languiſhing glances 


at Courtney, whoſe aſtoniſhment at her ſud- 


den partiality, and diſmay at her aſſiduous at- 
tentions, amuſed me extremeiy during the 
evening. 
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evening. All my affeFicnate devoirs were re. 
jected with diſdain ; while he, unconſcious of 


his bliſs, was loſt in contemplating his be- 
loved Sophia. 


The time for our adventure now ap- 


proached. Immediately after ſupper the 


gentle Cavil retired, ſelecting a nervous Head. 
ach from her ample catalogue of romantic 
ailments, as an excuſe for leaving us at fo 


early an hour; and, to my infinite delight, 1 


heard her ſay to Courtney, in ſoft and tender 
accents, as he opened the door for her, 
ce remember twelve] he bowed W ammo 
and returned to the table. 


At this laſt inſtance of her conceited cre- 
dulity, I confeſs I found it impoſſible to keep 


my riſible muſcles in any degree of ſubordi- 


nation. I whiſpered Courtney, © Shall I tell 


_ Miſs Cleveland?“ Sophia, hearing her name 


mentioned, caſt a look of the moſt eager en- 
quiry, firſt at Courtney, then at myſelf. 1 


was proceeding to torment the divine, when 


Iz. 


the 
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the pendule on the chimney ſtruck the half 
| hour after eleven: I recollected my engage- 
| ment, and roſe from tlie table, fiiſt defiring 
| the hero to © remember twelve, and not be 
cruel !'—then taking my hat from the ſofa, 
I ſought my chamber, to equip myſelf for 
| the rencontre. : 


T had, in the courſe of the evening, order- 
ed my ſervant, an ignorant Weſt country boy, 
to go, unobſerved, into the Hall and procure 


one of the ruſty Sir Huberts or Sir Walters 


which hung round in martial pride, to the 
extreme terror of the gaping peaſantry. 
hal, Sir,” exclaimed the fellow, ſtaring, 
do you mean they gentlemen with the ſteel 
cats © Oh ! goodneſs me, I would not touch one 
n em for all the money in the land: why I 
a think I do hear em groan when I do croſs 
the Hall of a night ! « You blockhead,” ſaid 
I, © go this inſtant, they are only coats of 
mail.“ „ don't care,” returned he, „ whe- 
ther they be male or female, I a' been tould 
they abcen in many a brave battle; Ze/ides, I 

| | ; never 
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never liked the looks en'em, I do feem they le 
a bloody-minded ſet!” Aﬀeer this moſt elo. 
quent harangue, and the moſt earneſt en. 
treaties to be © paired” from © diſturbing 
& the dead, I diſmiſſed him. 


By this time the hour of my appointment 
was arrived; I took my taper, and running 
down the. private ſtaircaſe, immediately 
reached the Hall; I then ſeized on the firſt 


in triumph with my ponderous paraphernalia, | 
could not help ſmiling when I reflected on the 
ridiculous appearance I made, with my 
groteſque companion on my ſhoulders, as [ 
hurried along to my own apartment. 


When thus martially equipped, I took my 

poſt in the moſt obſcure corner I could ſe- 
lect, and, extinguiſhing my light, remained 
there with the eager * of a fond 
lover. 
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ee The bell beating one,” I ſaw, gently 
ſtealing down the ſtaircaſe, with her taper 
concealed behind her handkerchief, the /ovely 
Lady Cavil. She walked, tottering and 
trembling, to the old oak table, near the 
chimney, and ſitting down by the ſide of it, 
began to contemplate, in her pocket glaſs, 
the various beauties of thoſe features which 
ſeemed to glow with the recollection of her 
recent conqueſt. I thought this a good op- 
portunity to begin my line of march; accord- 
ingly I fallied from my hiding place, and 
was gliding horribly towards my fair com- 
panion, when I heard a loud and piercing 


ſhriek, and turning my eyes towards the 
great ſtaircaſe, ſaw Miſs Cleveland coming 


down, pale as death, and almoſt breathleſs 
with terror. Lady Cavil hearing her voice, 


ſtarted from her ſeat, and ſeeing me, ſunk 


on the ground in convulſions. 


4 


As /elf is the firſt object of conſideration, 
I was ungallant enough to leave thoſe fainting 
females to their fate, while I fled to my 


VOL. I. K apartment 
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apartment to diveſt myſelf of my weighy 
accoutrements. 


On my return to the ſcene of confuſion, 
I found the whole family aſſembled: Lady 
-Cavil was ſtill on the ground, ſupported by 
Miſs Cleveland; Lord Moreland had hob. 
bled out of his apartment, and was leaning 
againſt one of the pillars of the fabric, ſo 
rolled in flannel and fleecy hoſtery, that miſ- 
taking him for a feather bed, which ſome of 
the ſervants had brought for the expiring 
Lady Cavil, I exclaimed, - „Here, here, 


| 

Courtney, lay her upon this,” and ſeizing the 

Peer by the leg, levelled the roaring legiſa- if © 

tor with the ground, before I was aware of Ml © 
the miſchief I had committed. 

My turn to faint now arrived: imagine my Mill © 
alarm when I beheld a female figure gliding il © 
down the ſtaircaſe, with a night lamp in is iſ © 

A 


hand, by the light of which I diſcovered tie 


lovely Lucretia Winterton ! She was wrapped 
in 
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in what I conceived to be a. blanket, but 
Lady Moreland informed me that .it was a 
| fawl, In the confuſton, Miſs Winterton 
had forgot to replace thoſe lovely auburn 
treſes which ſhe had (not ſuſpecting that ſhe 
| ſhould make her appearance any more that 
night,) carefully encloſed within their paſte- 
board priſon ; the 19% had quitted her cheek, 
the Jh her forehead; but the conflant ruby 
had {corned to deſert its poſt, 


Perceiving ſo large a group, ſhe attempted 
to fly, but her trembling foot miſſing the 
ſtep, ſhe fell, and Courtney arrived juſt in 
time to receive her ſnug round head, like a 


cricket-ball between his hands. 


Finding that ſhe had no poſſible means of 
eſcaping, and ready to expire with rage and 
confuſion, all the tempeſt of her wrath fell 
upon the hoſpitable Sir Hervey, whom ſhe 
addreſſed in the following 7ender ſtrain, 
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« Sir Hervey Wentworth, I wonder that 
you ſhould ſuffer ſuch ſcandalous doings in 
your houſe Why a young lady is not af: 
under your roof for my part, theſe midnight 
revels may be perfectly adapted to the 7aſt 
of /ome people,” directing a ghaſtly ſinile to 
Lady Cavil; © but women of decorous opi- 
nion muſt be ſhocked at ſuch outrages !—— 
For you, Madam,” (turning to Lady More- 
land, who looked as beautiful as an angel) 


* dare fay your amiable Lord will profit by 


theſe humourous experiments; but men of 
ſenſe know how to diſtinguiſh between pro- 
priety and ridiculous flirtation.” «© You are 
right, Miſs Winterton,” ſaid I, ſtepping 
forward to replace the fable drapery, which 
ſhe called a ſhawl! that, in the warmth of 
debate, had fallen from her undecorated head; 
when I received, for my attention, a box on 
the ear, that totally ſubdued my gallantry, 


and deafened me, even to the boiſterous 


laugh of Lady Cavil, which my humiliation 
excited. | | 


oP | h At 
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As I found that I could be of no u fold 


feroice, I haſtily took my leave of the en- 
raged group, © and ſunling, bis them to 
grow cool at leiſure.” 


You ſee we have our little lively amuſe- 


ments, and that there is no occaſion to travel 
for adventures. 


Your's, 


F. COLVILLE. 


LETTER 
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LETTER KXLIX. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, Sept. I79-, 


H! Sophia, how ſhall I find reſolution 

to quit Lauſanne ; I have only another 
month before that awful period; alas / I ſhall 
find it by much 00 ſhort for the million avo- 
cations that demand my attention. 


I have given Etienne all the money I can 


command in the world: he has vowed mot 


ſolemnly, and heaven forbid that he ſhould 
break his oazh, to fortify my Shrine from the 
attacks of winter ; to build over it a rugged 

monument, 
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monument, and to ſay his daily pater-naſters 
| near the ſod. 


I was overwhelmed with grief yeſterday 
| morning — the weather was uncommonly 


| tempeſtuous ; it rained, and blew a hurricane, 


The thunder rolled in tremendous pea's, 


and the lived lightning glared hideouſly over 


the vanes of our monaſtery. 


I ſtole from matins, and from my chamber 


window looked with mournful tenderneſs to- 


wards my dear retreat. 


1 houk part of the ruin fal, ſhattered 5 the 


enraged elements. 


Ob! beavens! what my heart felt no lan- 
guage can deſcribe, My poor Bertha—my 
mouldering victim. She - who had been 
nurſed in the warm lap of ſplendour : 
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I could not bear the idea that her remains 
ſhould be expoſed to the rude tempeſt ; that 
the lightning ſhould wither the flowers which 
decorated the turf—or the cold rain beat 
upon her bgm. 


Gracious God ! why was I made acquainted 
with this fatal ſtory, it embitters all my 
days. + 


In the evening the ſky became ſerene! 
the landſcape was beautifully refreſhed by the 
ſhowers that had fallen ſince the morning, 
and the ſun ſet with uncommon ſplendour. 


Atſter evening prayers I crept out to viſit 
my SHRINE. My ſoul was full of devotion 
and tenderneſs, 


Judge of my ſurpriſe, when, on ſuddenly 
entering the ruin, I beheld Madame St. Bruno 
on her ænees, bathed in tears, her ro/ary lay- 
ing on the ſod, and ſhe proſtrate before the 


rude monument which I had erected, 


She 
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che roſe ſuddenly, and in evident con- 


ſuſion. 


„ My amiable Laura, faid ſhe, “ am 
| here, paying my fervent devotions, and of- 
fering up my humble prayers, as the laſt duty 
of Chriſtianity before my departure.” 


She was in the moſt diſtreſſing ggitatien.— 
J kiſſed her hand My grateful tears pre- 
vented utterance J left ber.— 


What can it mean? Dear Madame St. 
| Bruno! She is the moſt perfect of human 
| beings! If retirement from the buſy haunts 
| of life diveſts the heart of all its frailties, 


who would not wiſh for ſecluſion et 


this unfortunate BER THA intereſts her feelings 
very ſingularly ! 


I have viſited every ſolitary ſpot on our 
romantic confines—— the glades, the vine- 
yards, and the mountains! I have wandered 


belide the extenſive Lake, and I have ſtood 
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on the battlements of our convent, to con. 
template the ſurrounding country. Aas! 
I fancied I diſcovered new and /uperiq 
beauties ro thoſe J had ever before remarked, 


Sophia, we never know the value of ſu- 
preme delights till we find them receding from 
our vie tv. 


I ſaw the n ſet laſt evening; and when 

the landſcape faded in the miſts riſing from 
the water, I almoſt feared I might nec e 
hold them again—and at the returning dawn 
I few with impatience to gaze once more on 
the ſcene of nature's faireſt works. 


A time will fhortly arrive when I ſhall look 
for them in vain—when I ſhall ſigh to be the 
inhabitant of theſe—my almoſt native wals 
ben I ſhall weep for the ſight of 


my dear Sbrine, and fancy that ſacrilegious 
hands have broken the ſilence of my poor 
BERTHA'S Zomb. 


Perhaps 


fi 
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| Perhaps Henry Percival will return by 
Laſſaune, and I ſhall not /ee him. 


Ales! Tam grieved to depart ; but tis 
to utter my complaints, my 
ocable, 


now too 
| deſtiny is ir 


ar melancholy habitation ! mo- 
„ Where reſignation is foſtered 


and noys looks ſmiling to 
trERNITYS dear ſhades! which cheriſhed 
my young mind, and ſheltered it from all 
the ſtorms of a tempeſtuous world 
farewell I 


Farewell ! — dear haunts of pleaſing woes! 
Ye ſun-burnt vales, and foreſts drear ; 
Where oft, at evening's ſolemn cloſe, 
I've dropp'd the ſad, the penive tear. 


Farewell! ye vineyards whoſe rich glow 
Derides the flaming orb of light ! 
Ye limpid ſtreams, that brawling flow, 
Ye vane: that greet the traveller's ſight. 
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Farewell ye ſhades of mountain pine, 
Ye rude rocks black'ning o'er the wave: 
And, Oh! farewell dear rugged Syringe 
That marks poor BexTaa's lowly grave. 


I go, to paths of brighter hue, 
Yet memory oft ſhall wander here ; 
And rancy ſtill ſhall flow'rets ſtrew, 
Begemm'd with e1iTy's holy tear! 


And when to diſtant realms I ſtray, 
To mingling ſcenes of pomp and glee; 
Oft will 1 ſteal, lov'd Snape, to pray, 
And drop a tender tear for TEE! 


That tear perchance may give relief, 


And med' cine comfort to my woes! 
For oft from ſympathetic grief 
The wounded boſom finds repoſe, 


Oh ! I would ruminate, and mourn, 
From early pawn till fading eve ; 
For midſt the oa this heart forlorn, 


Would turn to thee——and turn to grieve. 


Still would my zealous care diſplay 
Each tribute thy ſad fate demands! 
Oft would I ſcatter garlands gay, 
To ſhield thee from unhallow'd hands, 
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When Mon, its ſunny wings ſpread wide, 
Should wake each flow'r of gaudieſt hue; 
Tay SHRINE ſhould glow with ſofter pride, 
My TEARs ſurpaſs its ſpangling dew! 


And when at Evzxwixd's crimſon hour 
The batt and beetle flit around, 

Faint echo, from yon mould'ring tow'r, 
Should greet my ſong's prophetic ſound. 


And when the tiſſued veil of night, 

Should ſcatter wide a doubtful gloom ; 
Oft would I ſteal from mortal ſight, 

To weep and ſigh o'er BEXTHA's tomb! 


But, Ah! rAREZw EIL! no more my ſtrain 


Shall vibrate through yon cLovsTER's ſnade; 


No more enchant the village swain, 
Or ſooth to hope the love-lorn maid ! 


No more, when rapt in penſive mood, 

The convenrT's bell, with ſilver ſound, 
Shall echo through yon ſpectred wood, 

To wake me from my dream profound ! 


No more the diſtant taper's glare, 
Shall through the painted windows burn, 
To mark the veseex hour of pray'r, 


And bid my truant ſteps—return / 
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On,-BrezTHa ! ſince ordain'd to part, 
Since deſtin'd from thy bust to ſtray, 
Let RESIGNATION bathe my heart ! 
And Tay meek sPp181T——gutide my way. 


Farewell! if any thing ſhould delay my 
Journey I will write again; and during its 
progreſs you ſhall often hear from me. 


Pray let me know any thing you learn 
reſpecting my couſin——xow—and hereafter. 


Believe me, my dear Sophia, 


Your's affectionately, 


* LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 
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LETTER L. 


SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL. 


Charleton Priory, Sept. 179- 


Still barping on the adorable Lucretia. 


E morning after our dreadful adven- 

ture, whether to recommence the bat- 

tle, or owing to a ſleepleſs night, through 

the alarm occaſioned by the gh, I cannot 

pretend to decide, but we had a full aſſembly 
by eight o'clock to breakfaſt. 


Our nerves ſcarcely ſeemed to have re- 
covered their tone ſince the diſcord of the 
preceding evening, The enchanting Lady 

e Moreland's 
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Moreland's lovely mouth wore a perpetual 
ſmile, which ſhe (though vainly,) endeavour. 
ed to ſuppreſs, leſt it ſhould again call forth 
the reſentment of the mild Lucretia. 


Lady Cavil, notwithſtanding a conſiderable 
augmentation of rouge, bore in every feature 


the viſible veſtiges of diſappointment and 


terror, not daring to meet the eyes of any of 
the male part of the family, fearing that ſhe 
might encounter the glances of her enamoured 
mncognito. 


Sophia looked much paler than the ſpectre 
ſhe ſuppoſed ſhe had beheld. 


Lord Moreland was confined to his cham- 
ber with a fit of the gout, which I fear I had 


occaſioned. 


Then came © tho? laſt, not leaſt in our dear 
love,” the woe- worn Winterton ! from whom 
I kept at a ** diſtance. | 


Not 
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Not a ſyllable was uttered during out re- 
] paſt, —-Sir Hervey being exceedingly morti- 
| fied at the melancholy which ſeemed univer- 
fally to prevail, propoſed an excurſion to amuſe 
his gueſts during the remainder of the day; 
and as Lady Moreland had expreſſed a deſire 
to ſee Chfden, which is only eight miles 


from the Priory, as ſoon after dinner as ſix 


| ſleek, black, dock-tailed coach-horſes could 
be faſtened to the old caravan, for I cannot 
call it a coach, Lady Cavil, Miſs Winterton, 
Miſs Cleveland, and Courtney, became the 
inmates of this cobwebbed vehicle, while the 
charming Lady Moreland made me the hap- 
pieſt of men, by condeſcending to grace my 
eurricle. As politeſſe obliged us to form part 
of the cavalcade, we followed the Wentworth 
waggon like a butterfly purſuing an elephant. 
In about two hours we arrived at the place 
of our deſtination, This ſuperb manſion, 
which has all the grandeur of the laſt century, 
poſſeſſes little more than the architecture to 
recommend it. The furniture being ancient 
was much admired. by Miſs Winterton, from 

the 
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the ſympathetic feeling which pervades her 
heart upon all occaſions. She could not, 
however, be perſuaded to look at the pictures, 
till the woman who ſhewed every thing, 
aſſured her that there were no figures offenſive 
to the eye of delicacy, 


In the firſt room we entered there happened, 
unfortunately, to be a beautiful picture of a 
ſleeping Venus !—every eye was inſtantly 
fixed on Miſs Winterton, who approached 
the woman, while her face reddened with 
rage and indignation, at the ſame time ex- 
claiming, «© You ſhameleſs wreteh ! what do 
you mean by offending modeſt eyes with ſuch 
exhibitions ?” © Expeditions,” ſaid the aſto- 
niſhed woman, © I don't know of none; I am 
ſure I ſees nothing «gy in this room.” I 
could not exactly coincide with her in opinion. 
« And as for expeditions,” continued fhe, “ 
ſcorns um as much as you does.” Shut up 
your room then,” rejoined Miſs Winterton. 
„ Why, ma'am, it is my Lady's dreſſing 
room, returned the ſimple ſhow- woman. 
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| « More ſhame for her,” added the chaſte 
Lucretia. . 


Lady Moreland, finding that we had no 
chance of admiring the beauties of art, pro- 
poſed that we ſhould viſit thoſe of nature; 
| and, with that engaging ſmile which always 
| adorns her countenance, led the way to the 
garden. As ſoon as we had proceeded 
through the court. yard into the hanging 


| wood, © This,” ſaid Lady Moreland, © is 


the ſpot immortalized by the firſt repreſen- 
tation of MiLTon's Camus. Oh! I could 
worſhip with the moſt enthuſiaſtic admiration 


66. Every alley green, 
Dingle or buſhy dell of this wild wood.“ 


« 7 dow't doubt it,” ſaid Miſs Winterton, 


The improprieties of your favourite poet 
will ever be admired by thoſe who can coun- 
tenance the midnight revels at Charleton 
Priory !”* darting a farcaſtic glance at Lady 


Cavil and myſelf. © True,” replied Courtney, 


repeating the following lines from Comns : 


Love 
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T Love VixTve ! She alone is free, 


She can teach you how to climb, | F 
Higher than the Sphery Chime, 
Or if Virtue feeble were, 
Heaven itſelf wou'd ſtoop to her!“ | 
| Ti 
te Produce any thing in MIL ro like that” 9 
ſaid Miſs Winterton, with an air of triumph. f 
At this laſt inſtance of her ridiculous affec. . 
tation and ignorance the whole company burſt 
into a loud ſhout, which ſo offended the divine “ 
Lucretia, that ſhe hurried into the carriage, “ 
and would ſee no more. | 
| 2) | W. 
The ſun being now ſet, Lady Moreland W 
was apprehenſive of expofing herſelf to the il 1 
night air ; and as I had no inclination to be _ 
deprived of her company, I gave my currice Wl ey 
to the care of my ſervant, and we entered tle pr 
coach, notwithſtanding the groans and up- * 
lifted eyes of my virgin antagoniſt. ra 
dc 
It was quite dark by the time we left the 'E 
woods of Clifden, I was reſolved to amuſe WF x 


myſelf 
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myſelf at the expence of my venerable veſtal 
till we arrived at the Priory, 


| Firſt I began to expatiate on the frequent 
| robberies committed on that road; and was 
delighted to obſerve Miſs Winterton care- 
fully concealing her © rings and things, and 
fine array” in the pocket of the carriage, 
which (taking advantage of a cloud paſling 
over the moon, ) I ſafely conveyed into my 
own. | 


The treaſures of the Gallery at Florence 
were the next ſubjects of converſation, upon 
which Miſs Winterton was ſilent; but Lady 
Moreland, who has lately returned from Italy, 
expreſſed her opinion in a manuer which 
evinced her taſte and underſtanding. I was 
proceeding in my admiration of the Venus de 
Medicis, when I heard Miſs Winterton ſay, or 


rather /cream, © Stop, open the door, open the 


door, and let me get out : it does not ſignify, 
I can ſtay 10 longer to be ſhocked with Sir 
Francis Colville's indelicate diſcourſe.” 


_ « Surely 
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« Surely, Miſs Winterton,” ſaid Lady Cayil 
ce there was nothing uttered that could offend 
the moſt ſcrupulous imagination.” « 7; 
did not think ſo, I dare ſay, Madam,” fe. 
turned the lovely girl. © You will attempt 
to perſuade me that Venus Meduſa was a very 
modeſt perionage, and a proper object for 
animadverſion. Yet, I think, Sir Francis might 


find other ſubjects to amuſe the company with, { 
than anecdotes of his Halian Signoras,” — 1 
« You miſtake me, Miſs Winterton,” re- h 
turned I, in the moſt ſubmiſſive tone. f 1 
you will condeſcend to be informed, Lady iP 
Moreland can aſſure you that the Venus de fo 
Medicis is a very beautiful fatue, and no he 
chere amie of mine.” —*< Sir,” interrupted Ml a; 
the enraged ſyren, © Lady Moreland may 
afſert what ſhe pleaſes, but 7 will not be 
acceſſary to any more of your profiigate con fre 
verſation. And, notwithſtanding our united 95 
entreaties, ſhe darted out of the carriage into the 17 
road, which, on account of the heavy rain 'S 
that had fallen during the preceding night, de 
was not perfectly adapted to the © /ight fan- to 


4 14 ic 


SHRINE. OF BERTHA. 


215 


| /oflic toe” of the angry Lucretia, In vain 
did we endeavour to convince her of the 
| ;mpropriety of ſuch a reſolution, She was 
deaf to our perſuaſions, and inſiſted on the 
ſervant's giving his horſe to the other, and 
attending her to the Priory. 1 


then took the liberty, in the moſt re- 
ſpectful tone, to offer my curricle, ſaying, 
that as ſne was determined to deprive us of 
her company, I thought that it would be 
more conſiſtent with the rules of decorum to F 
accept of Mr. Courtney's protection, and ſuf- 1 
fer him to have the happineſs of defending fi 
her from the bold intruſion of impertinent s 
aſſailants. 1 


After many unavailing ſigns and pinches 
from Courtney, which I affected not to un- 
derſtand, T renewed my ſupplications. At 
length Miſs Winterton, caſting a moſt af- 
fectionate glance at her beloved champion, =. 
declared that ſhe was ready to commit herſelf [+ 
to his care, becauſe ſhe beheved him to be [ 

a 


„ 
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a man | of honour, and her perſon would be 


Hufe. 


I then recollected the awkward propo- 
ſition I had made, yet hoped that fo an. 
tiquated an object could not excite jealouf 
in the mind of the fair Sophia. 


My horſes being thorough bred, they ſoon 
overpowered the charioteering ſkill of their 
new maſter, and before I had time to war 
him of their ſpirit, the happy Pair were out 
of ſight. 


We had ſcarcely felicitatsd ourſelves on 
the debarkation, when the carriage ſuddenly 
ſtopped. Lady Cavil ſuppoſing that we were 
attacked, ſhrieked terribly, 


15 n the night s dull er, 


and Mis Cleveland inttantly embraced th 


convenient opportunity for unburthening tle 


| load of grief which jealouſy had placed upon 
her heart, by fainting. 
WE Lad 
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Lady Moreland perceiving the cauſe of 
our alarm, endeavoured to diffipate our ter- 
rors, by declaring that ĩt was only Miſs Win- 
terton. © Only Miſs Winterton,” ſaid I ;— 
« Can there be any thing worſe? Thad 
rather encounter a ſcore of highwaymen, 
than one Lucretia! Alack! there hes 
more peril in her eye, than twenty of their 
words!“ 


Courtney now having opened the door of 
the carriage, with a degree of vehemence 
unuſual to his placid nature, exclaimed, Nou 
are puniſhed for your malice, Sir Francis ; 
for your curricle, I belieye, is daſhed to 
pieces,” 


| This dreadful intelligence made me ſtart 
from my ſeat; which I had no ſooner done, 
than it was occupied by Courtney, who laugh- 


ngimmoderately at my credulity, in the moſt 


"I tone deſired the coachman to © drive 


leaving me to appeaſe the rage of Miſs 
N. | 
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She refuſed, however, to accept my atten. 
tions, and inſiſted on my quitting her, add- 


ing, that * ſhe never would think of intruſt- 


ing herſelf to the protection of a perſon who 
was capable of inſuiting her feelings with 


odious animadverſions ;” then ſeizing the ſer- 


vant's arm, ſhe proceeded towards the pri- 


ory ; and I had the happineſs of hearing her 
woeful lamentations at the diſtance of about 
twenty yards before me all the way. 


On entering, every perſon ſeemed to en- 


Joy my mortification. I had ſcarcely ac- 


quainted them of Miſs Winterton's diſdainful 
refuſal of my ſervices, when ſhe ruſhed into 
the room, ſhrieking, I am robbed—I am 
waylaid—I am affaſlinated !” 


« Heavens!” ſaid Lady Moreland, trem- 
bling, What has happened?“ ©« What” 
replied Miſs Winterton ; © why, enough has 
happened] have loſt my beautiful family 


watch, which was preſented to me by my 


grandfather, the worthy Sir Geoffry Win- 
_ terton, 


SHRINE OP BERTHA. 219 


terton, with the ſtory of Hero and Leander 
painted upon the dial plate, and my mocho 
backed caſe, with my onyx ſeal, left me by my 
aunt Lucretia Firebraſs, with the family arms, 
three baſaliſes, finely . and a gripbon 
rampant for the creſt !”? 


I heard our good. natured Cavil obſerve to 
Lady Moreland, © it is an happy circum- 
ſtance that the cre/# has eſcaped the general 
ſcene of confuſion !” 


When I had ſuffered her to exhauſt her 
voice and ſpirits ſufficiently, I advanced to- 
wards her with a moſt reſpectful bow, and 
preſenting her the watch, ſaid, © that I had 
preſerved it for her, knowing its antiquity, 
and conſequently its value. that I ſhould 
have delivered my precious charge immedi- 
ately, but remembering a former inſtance of 
her ſevere correction, and dreading that ſhe 
might © in her rage” forget the mocho back, 
and the onyx, to indulge me with a /econd, I 
had carefully concealed it, till the dreadful 
tempeſt ſhould have ſubſided.” 
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ſharp twinkling eyes, triumph and delight 
feemed to ſtruggle for pre-eminence. 
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Thus, with mutual apologies, ended our 
Clifden adventure ; yet, not without many 
a malicious ſmile from Lady Cavil, in whoſe 


Adieu! Remember how much you are in 
my debt. 200 


Your's, 


FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


LETTER 


LETTER LII. 


LAURA FITZz-OwWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, Sept. 17 9— 


IN CE the evening that I found Madame 
St. Bruno at the Shrine of Bertha, ſhe. 


has often accompanied me thither. The laſt 
time we went, as ſoon as we had ſeated our- 


| ſelves beſide the turf, © This is a melancholy 


ſpot, Laura,” faid ſhe; “ yet when we re- 
flect on the many woes that attend this tran- 
ſitory ſtate of probation, we ought to con- 
ſider the grave rather as a peaceful aſylum, 
than a terrifying goal, There, the pooreſt 
child of miſery finds a reſting place ; and that 

L 3 pride, 
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pride, which in its voyage thither ſpurns a 
wretched fellow- traveller, here lays aſide all 
trivial diſtinction, and owns one common 
pallet.” 


While ſhe was ſpeaking ſhe gathered 
flower that embelliſhed the ſod; but recol- 
lecting herſelf, ſhe ſeemed diſtreſſed at hav- 
ing done fo. She preſſed it to her lips. I 
ſaw a fear fall upon it, which I fancied re- 
vived its withering leaves. She then gently 
and carefully laid it on the ſpot from which it 
was taken, and proceeded. 


ce The ſuſceptibility of your heart, my dear 
child, has been fully exemplified, in the at- 
tention you have paid to theſe poor remains. 
I truſt, the ſoul which once gave a animation to 
theſe aſhes” —— 


She could not proceed I ran to her— 
I knelt—ſhe reſted her head upon my ſhoul- 
der, and wept like an infant, 


= 
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In this diſtreſſing ſituation ſhe continued 
for ſome moments. 


Let us return,” ſaid I, © you are 
too ſenſibly impreſſed with the mournful ob- 
jects that ſurround you - why did you im- 
poſe ſo ſevere a taſk upon your exquilitely 
feeling mind? My dear Madam, ſuffer me 
to attend you to our convent 
intereſts you too deeply.” 


« It does indeed! replied Madame 
St. Bruno. © She was the lovelieſt and 
moſt adored of women!“ — I was all ex- 
pectation. 


« Let us go, Laura, continued ſhe ;— 
« the clouds that are gathering, threaten a 
ſtorm. I ſhould be /orry to ſee the rain fall 
on this turf, or the rude winds ſcatter the 
leaves of the meaneſt flower that covers it— 
yet they muſt fade, only to ſpring up 
again,. while the relics they adorn, from 
day to day, moulder to duſt, unconſcious of 
the varying ſeaſons.” 


L 4 TR. 


this ſcene 


154 SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


I took her hand, and gently endeavoured 
to lead her from a ſcene ſo mournful, The 
ſky grew darker, and I was apprehenſive of 
her Experiencing lome inconvenience from 

the evening air, © Tis very cold,” ſaid 1, 


She looked earneſtly at me ;——and then 
bending her eyes upon the grave, ſhe con. 
tinned———< Pocr Bertha ! thy once warn 
boſom would have throbbed with pity, hadſt 
thou beheld the houſeleſs wanderer drenched 
by the beating tempeſt———— thou wouldf 
have wep# to think, that the child of poverty 
found a pillow on the damp ſod thou wert 
a friend to the unhappy, and the badge of 
forrow was a never-failing paſſport to thy 
heart. Will not the SurREME, who knew 
thy virtues, forgive thy CRIME.” — 


A dreadful peal of thunder at this moment 
rolled over our heads. I funk upon the 
ground, and hid my face beneath the wo of 
Madame St. Bruno. 
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« Thy will be done, — faid ſhe, in an 
| 2wful and firm tone. Yet, let thy poor 
ſervant ſupplicate thy mercy” — _ 


« Oh! Madam,” ſaid I, © forbear,— 
the deſtiny of Bertha 1s beyond our feeble 
interceſſion——the all WIsE, all GOOD, knows 


| what is beſt, and we n not interfere with 
bis decrees. 


The ſtorm paſſed on, the ſky began to 
brighten, the ſetting /un ſhone through the 
broken wall, exa&y on the grave of Beriha, ' 


Madame St. Bruno croſſed her breaſt, 
breathed a ſilent prayer, and we returned to 


the convent. 


I am more than ever anxious to know the 
ſtory of the unfortunate ſuicide. Is it not 
very extraordinary that none of the Nuns will 
gratify my curioſity ? Whenever I queſtion 
them, they change the ſubject. I have often 
employed Belinda to exert her ingenuity, but 
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| ſhe has been equally unſucceſsful. It ſeems 
ordained, that o2/ivion ſhould hide ſome deed, 
which nature would bIuſþ to develope, I wil 
therefore reconcile my mind to that igno- 
rance, which is perhaps the decree of fate, 


Adieu! You often complain of the tri 
vial vexations you have to encounter. I wiſh 
we could exchange ſituations——o ! You 
have all my fedling—perhaps not all y rox- 
TITUDE, | 


Once more, adieu ! 
_ Your's, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


LETTER 
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LETTER LIN. 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


Charkton Priory, Sepd 17 9-. 


VERY letter I receive from my dear 
Laura, gives me additional uneaſinefs. 
Your increaſing partiality for Henry Percival 


alarms me exceedingly. Do not indulge it, 


my amiable friend. I conjure you to ſee him 
mare. Your eternal peace of mind de- 
pends upon your reſolution. 


Prepare 
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Prepare for an event, which requires all 
your fortitude, — 


Report ſays, but I will not pretend to aſ- 
ſert whether it is with any foundation, that 


Lord Litchfield has declared his intention of 


uniting his nephew to the rich heireſs of the 
late Lord Granmore, who was his particular 
friend. She is ſomewhere abroad, but on 
what part of the Continent, whether ſhe is 


| handſome, amiable or accompliſhed, I can- 


not learn. 


My dear friend, I am certain her preten- 
ſions are not equal to yours; and I may ven- 


ture to believe, that ſuch a propoſal will not 


be very acceptable to your amiable couſin, 
who has given too ſtrong a Proof of his good 
taſte 1 in his admiration of You, to accede to 
ſuch ; an union. = 


» lament, that he rs ſo much on n the 


ee 


ture expeRtations will " on his * 
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yet I int his nature is too generous to bar- 
ter happineſs for fortune, and ſtill believe that 
he is © Heir to his affeftions.” On the other 
hand, I know that you would rather ceaſe to 
exiſt, than endure the ſelf-reproach of having 
deſtroyed his expectations. 


I wiſh Lord Litchfield could ons ſee you; 
his inexorable heart would ſoften, and he would 
be a convert to your perfections. 


Tis 3 that he means to recall his 
nephew immediately for the arrangement of 
the marriage ſettlements; but I have too 
good an opinion of Mr. Percival, to believe 
he will be the tame aſſaſſin of his own peace of 
RY 5 


I know not what to ſay, or how to adviſe. 
E only hope that he is not vey dear to you, 
ind that the impreffion he has made, is mere- 
ly the effect of your ne ver having mixed in 
the ſocieties of the world. When you reach 


Vienna, perhaps the gaiety of the ſcenes around 


you 
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you will diſſipate the gloom which darkens 
your preſent proſpects. 


Madame St. Bruno will give you coun- 


ſel—ſhe is an angelic being and there muſt 


be conſolation in all her precepts. 


Remember, I only give you this intelli- 
gence upon report. My heart will rejoice in 
finding it untrue, 


We are ſtill at Charleton Priory, where 
the worthy Sir Hervey exemplifies his uſual 
hoſpitality. He is a moſt engaging creature, 
and exactly what an old man ſhould be—— 
unaffected, and well bred—neither a cynic, 
or a coxcomb—without the pedantry of a 
tutor, or the gallantry of a lover. —But 1 
believe I have given you his portrait in a for- 
mer letter ſhall therefore arreſt my pen, 
and return to a ſubject nearer my Ke 


your r beppings 


My 
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My deareſt Laura, again I conjure you to 
baniſh the image of Henry Percival from 
your imagination. He is amiable, I confeſs ; 
but recollect that inconſtancy is the charac- 
teriſtic of his ſex. Many a young woman 


has been rendered ridiculous, by having at- 


tended to the artful tales of practiſed de- 
ceivers. Men are always eager to wound the 
credulous breaſt and the heart that is eaſily 
won, is ſeldom valued. 


The human mind 1s ſo fond of every thing 


which 1s /carce, that we ſee the moſt tran- 

ſcendent beauties of nature negle&ed, while 

her coarſeſt productions are _ in che high- 
eſt eſtimation. 


That you are a Jewel of the pureſt bril- 
hancy will not be doubted ; but you are not 
me firſt that has ſhed 1 Its luſtre in obſcurity, 
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a lot more enviable than to be in the poſſeſ- 
ſion of one unworthy of ſuch a treaſure. 


Adieu, my deareſt Laura. Believe me 
Your's affectionately, 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 


